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PART I. 
STORIES BY THE LAKE. 

CHAPTER I. 

INTRODUCTORY. 

Everybody enjoys a story ; children especially do 
so ; and most likely each one of you has some 
favourite in the cupboard or on the nursery shelf, 
which you like to read over again and again. 
Fairy tales used to be always welcome, for in them 
the little princess who had been shut up so cruelly 
got freed by a wonderful knight, and all the bad 
people found the punishment they deserved, and 
which, no doubt, did them good. Then there are 
fables, in which animals talk like men and women, 
those who do mean tricks getting paid out, and 
silly ones having to pay for learning to be wise. 
Your iEsop ought to be nearly worn out by now, 
and I hope somebody will give you Krilof, whose 

B 
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fables are a really enjoyable lesson book. Some of 
your stories are called allegories^ and these crowd 
into one tale a great number of lessons. You re- 
member poor Pilgrim, not a very loveable person, 
always fidgeting about himself and his own happi- 
ness, but yet, by the love of the great King, coming 
safely to the Celestial City. Better to be loved than 
Pilgrim is Faithful, carried up with the sound of a 
trumpet the nearest way home ; and Hopeful, who, 
in the midst of the river, could think for the friend 
beside him, and cheer him with the assurance, 
"Brother, I see the gate, and men standing by to 
receive us." 

Quite as wonderful an allegory as " Pilgrim's 
Progress," though a much shorter one, is " Sintram 
and his Companions," which ought to have a place 
in every boy's library, and be known from beginning 
to end. Do you ask me why } Because Sintram's 
life must be yours. There are temptations and 
struggles before you, falls and repentances, before 
you can save others as well as yourself, and ride 
forth fearlessly between sin and death, while angel 
voices sing, " Victory, victory, the noblest victory ! 
the knight rides forth to victory ! " 

Such books as I am talking of, you will love. 
The persons in them, who do the good and the 
brave and the noble things, will be your friends all 
your life long, and will prove such sweet company, 
that when you cross the river bravely, as Hopeful 
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did, you will look out for these your old companions 
among the shining ones, and doubt not you will 
find them. Faithful, and Hopeful, and Sintram, 
and Eric, who held on to the golden thread, as well 
as Innocence, who walked only in the shadow of the 
Cross, and Minna, who listened for the music of the 
distant hills, will be waiting for you and for every 
one who has been true to his King ; who has tried 
hard to do the right, fighting the battle of Jesus 
against bad tempers and habits, thinking more 
about his Father's love than his own sinfulness, and 
caring for others more than for himself. 

If stories can be such a great help, by giving us 
friends and examples that can never be lost, they 
must be grand things ; and in this little book, I 
am going with you through the best of all stories — 
the stories of our Saviour and King. You have 
read them before ; maybe you can say some of 
them by heart ; but they will bear telling over and 
over again, for the more you think about them, the 
better you will understand them, and the wiser and 
happier you will become. 

The King's stories are not fables or allegories. 
They are called parables ; and this word parable 
you may take to mean a short story, the object of 
which is, to make some one great lesson easy for us 
to understand and remember. Of course we may 
hear the story without learning the lesson ; but if 
once we make the story and the lesson really our 
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own, we shall find that in parables there is a way 
of learning and never forgetting. We cannot for- 
get, because instead of learning what you call the 
dry pages of a school book, we see the lesson in 
the lives of the people whom we come to know in 
the parables. If these are people to be loved, we 
shall try and copy them ; if they do what is wrong, 
we shall be careful not to do as they do. So you 
may say, if you will, of Christ's parables, that they 
are GocTs lessons by example. You know how 
troublesome a rule is to remember and understand ; 
but several examples of it make it clear and fasten 
it in your mind. If you see a thing done, it is 
much easier for you to copy it than if you are only 
told how to do it in a book. So the dear Christ in 
His love has not given you a book of hard rules^ 
but has left you His own bright life as the example^ 
and has given you His story book — these parables 
of His — in which, as I hope to show you, we may 
learn about our Father, and the way in which we 
must try and live, because of the great love where- 
with He has loved us. 

Nothing could have been better for teaching the 
lessons of God than these stories of Jesus. Fables 
were useless for the purpose, because brute animals 
know not of the great love of our Father, nor can 
they sin, because there is no divine spirit in their 
natures, pleading with them to be like Christ. But 
these little real stories, coming into the mind of 
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Jesus as He watched what went on around Him, 
could not but set people wondering why He told 
them : they were so short, that they could not be 
forgotten ; so beautiful, they must needs be a joy 
for ever. 

We may say safely, that a great deal of what 
Jesus had to teach, could be set forth in no other 
way than in parables^ 

The work He had to do, was to make known the 
Father to His children on earth ; to let them feel 
the truth about Him ; to make them believe in His 
love and understand His will Now, whenever we 
try to speak about God and His doings, we are 
forced to use parables ourselves, for the simple 
reason that the words which are sufficient in speak- 
ing of one another and our own affairs, are nothing 
more than the roughest pictures possible^ when we 
use them in explanation of what God is in Himself 
and to us* Take one instance to show you what I 
mean. Jesus taught us that God was " our Father ;" 
and there is no one name which is a better picture 
of Him than this, because, when we say the word 
Father, we may think of what is kind, and good, 
and loving, and strong. But the word, when used 
of God, does not show us one millionth part of His 
glory, and lovingness, and greatness. It is the 
same with all the best and choicest words which 
we keep to use about God, or have on our lips 
when we speak to Him ; they are all but little 
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pictures or parables to help us understand, in some 
dim way. His goodness and majesty. They are no 
more a worthy picture of Him, than is the little 
daub which you make with a paint-brush, to be 
compared in size and splendour to the rainbow. 

Jesus might have preached long and difficult 
sermons, and what would you have done then ? 
But He loved the children. He spoke to all men 
as children of His Father ; and these parables are 
really the children's sermons, each one meant to 
teach some great lesson about God and His doings 
with us. Mind-^they must, like all good sermons 
should do, set us thinking. And when we have 
thought them out and come to see what each 
means, they will ever live in our memories ; speak- 
ing to us in the words of the loved One Himself; 
making us bright when we are the saddest, and all 
the happier when we are glad ; telling us what to 
do, and showing us how to do it, till the day comes 
when Jesus shall no more speak to us in parables, 
but in the land which we do not see now, shall 
" show us plainly of the Father." 



CHAPTER II. 

THE LAKE. 

Perhaps you have been in the lake country of 
England or Scotland ; if so, you can picture to 
yourselves a sheet of water like the lake of Genne- 
sareth. About fourteen miles long from north to 
south, and six in width, its waters are always kept 
up by the streams which flow into its northern end, 
and passing from it, become the winding river of the 
Jordan, which loses itself in that wonderful and 
dreary basin which we call the Dead Sea. On the 
east side of the lake the land is high and unin- 
viting, stretching away into the desert ; but on the 
west and north there are many beautiful mountains 
and smiling valleys, such as we are accustomed to 
in lake districts. All there now is desolate, for the 
land which is truly the Holy Land has for centuries 
suffered from wars and bad rulers, till what was 
once a cultivated garden has become a wilderness 
and a heap of ruins. 

But in the old days, Galilee was not only a scene 
of beauty, but it was a land where the people of 
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God fought and died for the truth. Far in the 
north are the waters of Merom, near which Joshua 
struck his last great blow against the enemies of 
Israel. In the west looking out over the unknown 
sea, and watching the land behind like a sentinel, 
is Mount Carmel, which saw a yet more glorious 
victory, when the one solitary prophet of the true 
faith stood matched against the whole priesthood 
of Baal, staking everything upon the promise 
of God. All through the country, indeed, were 
scattered the meriiorials of deeds of heroism, and, 
in the time of Christ, there was grandeur and 
magnificence ever3nvhere. 

At the upper end of the lake stood the splendid 
city Caesarea Philippi, with its temple dedicated by 
King Herod to the Roman Emperor Augustus ; and 
towering above it was the white peak of Hermon, 
where a sight of the glorified Christ was given to 
Peter and James and John, Near the shore stood 
Capernaum, in which Jesus made His home after 
leaving Nazareth, and from whence the nobleman 
sent to Him beseeching Him to come and heal his 
son. The city of Tiberias, built in honour of 
another Roman emperor, with palaces of marble, 
and every luxury that art could bring, was hard 
by; while, clustered on the plain and hill-sides, 
were Chorazin, Bethsaida, and Magdala, from 
whence came the Mary who lovingly followed her 
Lord to the end. 
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Most and above all to be remembelred by Chris- 
tian people, is the little town of Nazareth, lovely 
even now amid its desolation, and compared by an 
old writer to Paradise, where we may think of the 
blessed mother standing beside the fountain at 
evening, as you may see the women of Nazareth 
stand there now. She is waiting for the Boy of 
whom so many strange things have been said, all 
of which she has treasured in her heart ; while He, 
having climbed the terrace which looks down over 
the town, and seated Himself where the vines and 
fig-trees weave a leafy arbour, and where oleanders 
and roses spread a carpet over the ground, is 
gazing westward on the sun as it plunges; into 
the sea beyond Mount Carmel. Turning round and 
looking to the one side of Mount Tabor, He would 
see the river, and beyond it, the high, rocky plain, 
looking dark and forbidding now that the sunlight 
has gone. Behind Him are spots recalling the 
greatness, as well as the sins, of His nation — the 
defeat of the Midianites and of Sisera, the fall of 
the first king of Israel, and the idolatries of Ahab ; 
while His view to the northward is closed in by 
the majestic Hermon in its robe of white, glittering 
like the wings of an angel in the growing moon- 
light, and, there in its shadow, with the light of 
lamps just beginning to appear, is the great city 
of Caesarea Philippi, where, in after days, the 
Boy's bold follower, St Peter, will make his 
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confession of faith — "Thou art the Christ, the 
Son of the living God." 

These towns and villages, and many more besides 
them, lay upon the lovely garden plain of Galilee, 
Mount Tabor watching over them in the south, 
and, in the north, the loftier Mount Hermon, flash- 
ing back the rosy sunlight from its snowy peak. 

The climate was what, in our changeable Eng- 
land, might be called perfect. Fruits of all kinds 
grew abundantly — ^vines, palms, olives, figs, and 
walnuts were to be had for the asking ; and many- 
coloured flowers made the hill-sides brilliant. The 
waters of the lake would, on a calm, sunny day^ 
come stealing up its shores, and run in among 
the rose-covered promontories, but at other times 
would suddenly be swept into angry waves by 
fierce bursts of wind, coming tearing through the 
mountain passes. The lake was full of fish, and 
covered with vessels. The lands were well tilled 
by the farmers; for, though in some parts there 
was but a thin layer of earth above the rock, yet 
elsewhere, and especially near the lake, the soil was 
rich, and well repaid the toil of the husbandman. 

And looking one day around Him, in the seed- 
time of the year, Jesus stood amid this scene of 
beauty. He was already well known as a Prophet 
or Teacher, and the people pressed to hear Him, so, 
getting into a boat, that He might the better speak 
to them. He told them His first story. 



CHAPTER III. 

THE SOWER. 

A SOWER went forth to sow, and as he sowed, 
some seed fell by the way side, and it was trodden 
down, and the birds of the air devoured it 

Looking across the country, some of Christ's 
hearers might, at the very moment, see such a man 
scattering the grain in one of the sunny valleys 
within sight of Capernaum ; and in their walk that 
day from the town to the sea-shore, they might with 
their feet have crushed some chance seeds on the 
well-trodden footpath. Could it be about the man 
over yonder, that the Teacher was going to speak ? 
And what were these few seeds which they had 
trampled on ? what could there be in them to care 
for ? It seemed a poor beginning of a story. Still 
they were curious to know what was coming. . 

Other seed, said Jesus, fell on rocky places, where 
there was a very thin layer of earth. The seed 
came above the ground quickly enough, but when 
the hot wind from the desert blew over it, with 
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the morning sun, the plants withered and died, 
because their roots could not strike deep and find 
moisture, in the rocky ground below. Other seed 
happened to fall where the ground was not cleared 
of weeds, so that these grew up together with the 
com, and, proving stronger than it, choked it. But 
the rest of the seed lay upon good ground, and 
brought forth a harvest, in some parts richer than 
others, but in all a beautiful one, and one that 
would make glad the heart of the sower. 

** And is that all ? " sneered some Pharisee, who 
had been induced to join the crowd. ** No need to 
come from Bethsaida to hear about a common 
man sowing his com." And he gathered the skirt 
of his dress round him, and made haste to clear 
himself from the throng, shrugging his shoulders 
as he caught the last words of the teacher, " He 
that hath ears to hear, let him hear." 

Some of the disciples may have watched him, 
and certainly they, too, were puzzled with the story. 
It was not only that there seemed so little in it, but 
it was a strange thing to them, to hear One whom 
they were following as the restorer of their country's 
freedom and greatness, become a mere teller of 
tales. Their Master had already been boldly 
rebuking what was wrong in the neighbouring 
cities. Of His own town, He had foretold the 
coming doom ; He had sternly rebuked the 
hypogrisy of the religious teachers of the country ; 
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He had welcomed to Him the sad and the sorrow- 
ing, taken their troubles on Himself; spoken with 
authority, as though He had a right to command, 
while, at the same time, He had always comforted 
with words of winning love and tenderness all who 
came to Him for help. 

And now that He had come home, was He to tell 
them stories, and nothing more ? 

Do you wonder that the disciples of Jesus should 
have had these thoughts. Remember who they 
were, and the reasons for which they had joined 
themselves to the Master. 

Their land of Galilee had been, as I have told 
you, a land of brave men and noble deeds, and it 
was no wonder if they had grown up with the angry 
feelings of men who had been made slaves. Herod, 
their foreijgn ruler, had covered the country with 
grand cities, but only that he might gain favour 
with the Romans, who were the real masters there. 
The brave spirits of Galilee were kept down by 
Roman soldiers and the half-barbarian troops 
whom the emperor kept in his pay. In Caesarea 
heathen practices were openly kept up ; and heathen 
games, such as the Jews had been taught to hate, 
were indulged in : but it did not need a man to go 
as far as Caesarea to be reminded that his country 
was no longer free, for at each door knocked the 
publican, to gather the taxes which went to keep 
the Roman soldiery. And as Galilee was a down- 
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trodden country, though the bold spirit of its people 
could not be broken, revolts were common, and all 
men were in readiness for any leader, who promised 
them freedom and victory over their hated op- 
pressors. A few years before the time we are 
talking of, one Judas had led an armed rebellion 
against the Romans. Followed by a thousand 
men, he marched into Caesarea, and destroyed the 
Custom House, proclaiming that no Jew should 
be any longer a tax-payer to Augustus. But the 
insurrection had been soon put down, and perhaps 
it was some of the men who fought with Judas 
whom Pilate punished so cruelly, and whose blood 
had been mixed with their sacrifices. 

Though the attempt at freedom failed for the time, 
the Galileans were not subdued, and these disciples 
of Christ, eager as ever for a deliverer, had heard 
the startling words, " The kingdom of heaven is at 
hand." They had been told of the same message 
being proclaimed by the strange pfophet who was 
teaching on the other side of the river, in the 
wilderness, within hearing of Jerusalem, and more 
than this, they knew that John Baptist had added 
still more startling words, for he had said, " There 
is One coming after me, mightier than I, whose 
shoes I am not worthy to unloose." And in Jesus, 
they believed that they had found this mighty One, 
the Messias, the Christ, who should set up the new 
kingdom on earth, and set free from the Roman 
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yoke the beloved people of God. Tine, He was a 
neighbour of theirs ; His father, had not He dwelt 
among them ? His mother and sisters they knew ; 
but what place so fitting for the great King to 
spring from, as their own beloved highlands of 
Galilee ? Was the land not blessed with the bless- 
ing of Moses, the first great deliverer of their fore- 
fathers ? — had he not said, " Rejoice, O Zebulon. O 
Napthali, satisfied with God's favour, and full of 
the blessing of the Lord, possess thou the west 
and the south ? " Did they not hear read in the 
synagogues, the words of the prophet, "After- 
wards, he will honour the way of the seas, beyond 
the Jordan, Galilee of the nations ; the people who 
walked in darkness shall see a great light ? " 

And now, had not the light come? This Teacher — 
who had called them with words of authority; 
with whom they had already travelled through the 
neighbouring towns, seeing His deeds of wonder 
and of kindness, deeds which had won the atten- 
tion of the multitude and drawn crowds to listen to 
His words; — was He not worthy to be King? And 
for themselves — should they not share His glory, 
when the oppressor had been cast out and the king- 
dom had been brought again to Israel ? 

But this boat in which they were sitting was not 
a throne for a king; this story about the sower 
over on the hill-side, had no air of authority about 
it, nor was it like the language of a monarch who 
was ready to lead his subjects to victory. 
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So I think it is no wonder if, when the story was 
finished, the disciples asked Jesus, " Why do You 
speak to them in parables ? " 

I want you to understand His answer; and 
I am sure that you can understand it, if it is only 
explained simply enough. 

You must remember that the parables of Christ 
show that He had changed His plan of teaching 
the people. Before this story which we are relating 
was told to the crowd at Capernaum, Jesus had 
already been twice through Galilee, preaching the 
good news that the kingdom of God was at length 
come; He had taken upon Himself the infirmi- 
ties of men, and borne their sicknesses ; He had 
crossed the lake and proved His authority among 
the heathen on its eastern shore ; and His fame had 
spread through all the land, reaching even into 
Syria. 

What had been the end of it all } 

Listen to His own heart-breaking words : " Woe 
unto ye, ye cities of Galilee ! for it shall be more 
tolerable, in the day of judgment, for Tyre and 
Gomorrah, cities in which the good news of the 
kingdom was never preached, than for you, who 
have heard it and seen the signs which ought to 
prove that it was come, but have yet spurned the 
message, saying, that all the proofs given you of 
God's love are the work of devils ! " 

Do you ever think how terribly true that was ? 
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We sometimes speak of Christ's sorrow as if it 
had all come on Him at the last, when Jerusalem 
was crying out for His death; but even from the 
beginning of His ministry He was the despised 
and rejected of men. Crowds came about Him. 
No doubt the sick were glad enough to be healed ; 
those over whom evil spirits had got the mastery 
were only too thankful to be quieted ; and wonder- 
ful sights had always an attraction for the multi- 
tude : but as for His teaching, who was giving heed 
to it ? " Repent," was the message with which 
Jesus had come ; " turn to God ; cast out of your 
hearts the spirit of pride which is there ; become 
gentle and meek, and come into the new kingdom 
of heaven. Hunger and thirst to know and do 
God's will, just as you hunger and thirst for your 
daily meals, and you shall be filled with His will. 
Be merciful, and you shall have the mercy of God. 
Forgive your neighbour, and you shall be forgiven 
by your Father in heaven. Be pure, and you shall 
see God. Be at one with each other as brothers, 
and you shall be children in God's family. His true 
kingdom. Be perfect, as your Father in heaven is 
perfect." 

How many of the persons who had Jteard had 

Jiearkened? Why, on His second tour through 

Galilee, Jesus still was grieved to the heart, because 

the multitude were as sheep without a shepherd, 

and the. faithful who followed Him were only a 

C 
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handful — the twelve, with Mary of Magdala and 
Joanna the wife of King Herod's steward, and some 
other women, whose loving work it was, to find His 
daily bread and place of shelter. 

Well, He has finished this second tour through 
Galilee, and now He is home once more with His 
own people, and He begins this new way of teaching 
by stories, and has been asked why He does it. 

This seems to have been His reply : — 

" You who have left all and followed Me, shall 
have your reward in this world as well as in the 
world to come, when My kingdom shall be seen in 
its glory ; for to you My Father will make plain 
the things kept secret till now, but which He has 
sent Me to show forth, — things so wondrous and 
glorious that prophets and good men have waited 
anxiously and longingly to know and see them. 
You ask to understand these things, and unto you 
that ask shall it be given. You are seeking for 
more knowledge of God and of His kingdom, and 
verily he that seeketh findeth. You have come 
unto Me as to the door of that kingdom, and verily 
unto him that knocketh the door shall be opened. 

**But as for these poor sheep that have no 
shepherd, they will not come unto Me that they 
may have life. Is it not with them as it was with 
their forefathers, to whom Isaiah the prophet was 
sent } Have not they stopped their ears and closed 
their eyes, lest they should hearken to God's 
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message and see His truth, and return unto Him 
and be saved ? But I will go to them once more. 
I will try if I cannot coax them into learning 
the truth, without their knowing it I will take 
these lessons of My Father's and hide them in little 
stories about things that are every-day matters ; 
then, just as you. My own friends, have done, these 
other children of Mine will wonder why I tell them 
such simple tales ; and when they wonder, I may 
get them to attend to Me. Some of them, like you, 
will seek to know what My meaning is, and seek- 
ing they shall find, — find the knowledge of God, 
which I alone can bring them." 

Now, it is a matter of fact, it is a thing that we 
all know to be true, that in thus wrapping up truth 
in the cover of stories, in thus giving lessons without 
its being seen at first that they are lessons at all, 
our dear Lord had chosen a plan which was sure 
to be successful. No one knows better than you 
children, how a story attracts your attention and 
makes you think ; how it fastens itself on your 
memory without any effort on your part, and how 
much it teaches you. Not all at once, I dare say, 
but little by little, now and again, some new thought 
comes to you, perhaps as you lie thinking in bed, 
or perhaps when you find yourself doing the same 
thing as is told of some one in the story. 

It is so with us all. From great plays and great 
novels we learn lessons which, unlike the lessons in 
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school books, give us no trouble to learn, and which 
often, indeed, we cannot help learning. There are 
books which we sit down to, perhaps for nothing 
but amusement, which make us wiser and better 
than we were before ; and I pray you, as you grow 
older, seek out such books and make them a part 
of your life. When I say seek for such books, I 
mean ask some friend to tell you what to look for 
and what to read. For there are books which you 
should shun as you would a loathsome reptile — 
books that will hurt you ; that will make you doubt 
if, after all, it is such a cruel thing to wound the 
heart of the Father in heaven, who has given you 
all His love, and to mock at the dear Christ who 
died for you. Believe me, such books as I speak 
of are the very devil himself. They are Satan, 
bound in yellow and red. They are tempters, to 
draw you away from truth, and purity, and love. 
Do not look at them. Do not listen to men who 
will say, " Oh, you can take what is good in them 
and leave the bad," 

It is the same with plays as with books. There 
are actors in England who are trying to make 
plays what they ought to be — a means of raising 
the whole nation ; of making it wiser, nobler, purer 
than it is. These men have a power given them 
of God, which, if they faithfully use for Him, may 
help to keep England free and powerful ; true and 
faithful to the Almighty King of nations, and 
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fearless in pursuing her work of light and peace 
throughout the world. But there are actors who 
use their talents to drag down the people, to make 
them worse instead of better. There are plays in 
which the devil is dressed out as an angel, on which 
men of true heart should cry shame, and at which 
the cheeks of pure women should blush. If, when . 
you grow up, you will set your face against all 
such, you will be doing a work for God. 

" He that hath ears to hear," said Jesus, as the 
self-satisfied Pharisee left the crowd, "let him 
hear." Only another way of saying, " When you are 
listening, pay attention and try to understand," 
or, as we say sometimes, "Don't let what you hear in 
one ear go out at the other." Suppose this man, 
instead of turning away, had come nearer, with the 
question, " What may this parable mean } " not 
only would he have learnt its particular lesson, but 
who knows but that the sweet words and loving 
eyes of Jesus might have won his heart, and drawn 
him, like a little child, into the kingdom of heaven t 

For, though this sower on the hill-side was some 
poor countryman whom nobody knew, he could 
help men to understand the very greatest work 
that was being done in the world. He was pre- 
paring for the daily bread of the towns ; but here, 
sitting in the boat, was a Sower who was longing 
to provide for all men the bread by which they 
might live for ever. If we want to tell in a word 
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all that Jesus was bringing to men, we must say — it 
was the love of God. And it was this that He was 
striving to plant in the hearts of every one, just as 
you plant the seeds in your garden. There was 
but one way — there is but one, and there never will 
be but one — in which our hearts can become full of 
love to God ; and that is, by knowing God's love 
for us. Christ was in the world, as God's love 
itself. He had been going about scattering this 
love everywhere ; but where had the seed sprung 
up and brought forth a harvest of love to God — 
a harvest of gentleness, truth, purity, and holiness ? 
Crowds had heard Him ; how few had hearkened ! 
Some had listened and paid no more heed, and 
their hearts were just like the hard, down-trodden 
footpath. The love of God could not sink into 
them, and the wicked one was quick enough to 
make them forget all about it, just as if a bird had 
flown away -with the seed, and no more thought 
had been given to it. 

Others had been interested in what Jesus said ; 
they had thought to themselves, "At last the 
Christ has come." But, when they went home, 
they were laughed at by their friends. " Was this 
carpenter's Sou to be the King of Israel ? '' So, in 
a few days or weeks, they had put all thoughts 
of Jesus far away. Go you and pile up stones in 
your garden, and spread over them a sprinkling 
of earth, and see what comes of the most beautiful 
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seeds you may plant there. You will have ^ 
picture then of the way in which many listened to 
the teaching of the heavenly Sower on the lake of 
Gennesareth. 

Some, however, meant to do better. They 
would accept the Christ ; they would come into 
His kingdom ; they would repent, turn to God, and 
seek to do His will. They came back to their 
families ; they went again to their business ; they 
mixed with their friends ; and, for a time, they 
remembered the love of the Teacher, and perhaps 
often heard Him by the water's side or in the 
fields. But, by degrees, they let other things 
become of more importance to them than doing 
God's will, or listening to the One who was waiting 
to guide them into all truth. He had spoken to 
them of a kingdom of heaven, but this kingdom 
of Herod offered them what was more agreeable. 
They could get money and honour in it. Why 
should they not go over to the circus in Caesarea, 
if only they went to the synagogue at Caper- 
naum.^ Had not their own rabbis said, "Youth 
is a wreath of rosebuds — the world is a wedding '* } 
Why not make the most of it ? There was trouble 
enough, sorrow too much, for them to follow a 
Teacher who gave Himself no time for pleasure, 
and promised them joy in some distant future. 

You see the seed which Jesus cast, had taken 
root in these people, but other thoughts came upon 
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them faster than the thoughts of God's love, and 
their hearts got overgrown, as is the case with 
a neglected garden, so that presently nothing could 
be seen of the flowers which Christ had planted. 

Very sad, very disheartening, was it not ? You 
would be distressed if the seed which you had 
saved all your money to buy, and which you had 
placed so carefully in a nice sunny corner, never 
came to anything, and in the month of July there 
was a bare, dull-looking piece of ground where 
there should have been brilliant colour and choice 
scent. Believe me, your trouble is as nothing com- 
pared with the distress of Jesus ; and if ever such a 
misfortune happens to you, as it will sometimes to 
most gardeners, let it be a little reminder of Him 
who loves you so dearly. Think how hard for 
Him to sow so many fair flowers, and to see so few 
come up ! 

For yourself, will you not try that your own 
heart become one of those choice corners in Christ's 
garden, where, as on the good ground, the seed 
brings forth a lovely harvest ? He tells you in this 
story what the good ground is — an honest and 
true heart ; and, as He speaks to you now of His 
love, the Father — His Father and yours — is begging 
you to listen and understand ; and if you will only 
be as much in earnest with Him as you are at your 
play, the good seed of God's love will spring up in 
you and blossom. You must be careful of it, for you 
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know what would happen if your garden were left 
to itself. Be thankful that everything around you 
can help you to remember it. You do not need to 
have a garden of your own. If you do not live 
in the country, you will go there sometimes ; and, 
even amid the smoke of the city, you may watch 
flowers doing their very best to make earth look 
bright. Can you do less than they } 

The dear Christ left the home of His Father's 
glory, gave up everything, that He might come 
and plant these flowers in your heart. Darlings, 
you cannot, will not, let them wither ! Ask God, 
every day you live, to make you love Him better, 
and to help you to keep closer in the footprints 
where you may see Christ has gone before, and 
then, some day, this seed in your heart, which now, 
perhaps, can be hardly seen, will show itself by 
your becoming more true, more gentle, more pure ; 
in a word, more like Christ, for that is what is 
meant by the seed bringing forth a hundredfold. 

And then, just as you sometimes gather the very 
choicest flower in your garden, and bring it into 
the house to give it to one you love, so the dear 
Christ will take you to His own sunlit home in 
Paradise, and present you, in all the beauty that 
you will owe to Him, faultless before His Father 
and ours. 



CHAPTER IV, 

THE TARES AMONG THE WHEAT. 

There was a man, living down in one of the lovely 
valleys on the western side of Nazareth, who had, 
as was then common among the peasantry in Pales- 
tine, a little land of his own. Because it was his 
very own, not hired from any one, not the property 
of some great man for whom he worked, he would 
take a special pride in this field, grudge no time or 
labour to keep the soil in good order and make it 
bring forth an abundance of corn* For was it not 
his children's bread that he was winning by so 
doing .^ Would not his wife watch him lovingly 
from the house as he plodded patiently up and 
down, scattering the good seed ? And the children 
— ^was it not a gala day for them when the harvest 
came ? They would bind up little bundles of their 
own, staggering under the weight of them as they 
dragged them to the cart which took them to the 
threshing floor. 

You have been, some of you, at a " harvest home,'' 
and shared in the gladness and rejoicing which a 



The Tares among the Wheat. 27 

good harvest brings. But you did not know how 
often the farmer had watched over that corn while 
it was growing, and what care he took that the 
seed should be good, and the ground well cleaned 
and made ready for the sowing. 

And this farmer on the slopes of Nazareth^ 
though he was a rich enough man to keep some 
servants, had his anxious times, you may be sure ; 
for he knew that though the ground was good, and 
that good seed was sown in it, all his success was 
dependent on the weather. 

Everything seemed to promise well ; the season 
was favourable, and the farmer had the joy of 
seeing the green blade appear above the ground, 
and the crop looking as green and thick as could 
be wished. The ears began to swell out, as they 
do here in June, and it was only when the heads of 
corn were well out of the blade that a bitter dis- 
appointment fell upon the farmer. His servants, 
came to him hurriedly, and astonished. ** Sir," 
they said, *' did you not plant good seed in your 
field } why then are there tares in it, and from 
whence can they have come ? " 

The farmer saw it all in a moment. There was 
a neighbour in the town close by, or on a farni! 
near at hand, who had threatened to do him some 
harm one day ; and this was the mean, cowardly 
way in which he had done it. Coming stealthily 
by night when men slept, in the spring time, he 
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had cunningly thrown over the field the worthless 
seeds of tares, and no doubt had gone home with a 
^rin on his face like a fiend, and with his mouth 
full of the fiend's proverb, " Revenge is sweet." 

We do not know that any wrong had been done 
to this miserable coward by the farmer. Perhaps 
it was some fancied slight put upon him, some mis- 
understanding, that might have been cleared up if 
he had gone to the farmer, and, as we say, had had 
it out with him ; but in that case he might have 
had to acknowledge himself in the wrong, and he 
had not enough courage to do that, so he took this 
low, detestable way of paying his neighbour out, as 
he thought 

You see, the farmer was helpless. He knew 
nothing of what had happened ; the tare3, as they 
grew up, were so like the wheat that no one could 
tell the difference, and it was not till the ears 
showed themselves, that this poor man knew how 
cruelly and shamefully he had been wronged. 

But what was to be done now ? Should his 
servants go into the wheat field and pull up the 
tares ? No, they must not do that, for in doing it 
they would be sure to tread down some of the 
wheat and might pull up a great deal more, while 
they thought they were weeding out only the tares. 

Said he, ** Let both grow together till the harvest, 
and in the harvest time I will say to the reapers, 
* Gather the tares together first, and bind them in 
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bundles to burn them, but gather the wheat into 
my barn.'" 

He knew there might be great loss, do what he 
would. The sorting must be a terrible waste of 
time at the best, and he could not say, till the 
harvest was over, what his loss really was. But 
the mischief had been done, and he must make the 
best of it. 

You will all feel a loathing for a man who could 
do so mean and spiteful a thing as sow the weeds 
among the wheat, and do it, too, in a way so cun- 
ning that the neighbour who was wronged could 
never find it out till too late. 

Suppose, now, that one of you were to be ex- 
amined to-morrow in arithmetic, and that a long 
and difficult sum had been set you to-day, which, if 
it were done correctly, would gain you the first 
prize. You have worked patiently and well, and,, 
like all who do that, you have been successful. 
The work has taken a long time ; you have been 
puzzled about it more than once ; have put your 
head on your little closed hand, and bravely kept 
back a tear, while you sighed, " Oh ! it will never 
come right." But come right it has. You have 
proved it, and then have made a nice clean copy 
without one mistake, and put it away carefully 
till thei happy moment came for showing it. 

To-morrow is here ; the prizes are on the table,, 
and you feel sure that the handsome large book is 
for you. 
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As the sum is looked at, displeasure comes 
over the face of your teacher. "What is the 
meaning of this ? " is asked of you ; and it is 
pointed out that although the answer is put down 
correctly, yet there are several mistakes in the 
addition and subtraction, so that, in reality, the 
thing is worse than worthless. 

That moment would be one of the most miser- 
able in your life. You know you worked out the 
sum honestly, and it proved itself ; from whence, 
then, come these false figures? Your tears are 
falling hot and fast, and you look hard at every 
figure, till at last you are sure that those wrong 
ones are not yours. An enemy hath done this. 
Clumsily done it, too, after all ; for, looking closer, 
you can make out the lines of some of your 
figures behind those that have been put in, and 
it is as certain as possible that some heartless 
companion, envying your success, has found the 
slate which you so carefully put away, and has 
taken this despicable, mean way of spoiling your 
work. 

Mind you, I have said suppose all this had hap- 
penedy for I will not believe that any child would 
do such a shameless, cowardly trick ; but I ask you 
to suppose it possible, because you can then picture 
to yourself the heart-breaking disappointment, the 
bitter tears that would be yours, not for the day 
merely, but over and over again, when the cruel 
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thing done and the loss of your prize came fresh 
into your memory. 

What, then, think you, must the good Lord have 
suffered when going through this world (of which 
this farmer's field is meant as a picture), scattering 
such good seed as the news of the kingdom, and 
the matchless, surpassing love of the Father, He 
found everywhere around Him the tares growing 
up — sin and wickedness, hatred of what was right 
and true, contempt for God's love, and a desire 
to kill the Son of God, the One who was making 
that love plain to all men ? 

Oh, it was cruel work! All the glory that 
Christ had with the Father had been given up ; 
and given up for what ? Only because of His own 
free love He willed to come on earth, among the 
open enemies of His Father, and melt their hearts 
with the sunshine of His love. 

But it was not to be all at once ; for harvests will 
not ripen in a day. A year and more of humilia- 
tion and sorrow were before the Sower of the good 
seed. His tears were to make holy for ever the 
soil of the garden through which the Kedron ran, 
and His blood was to sprinkle the green hill-side. 

The end of the age came, as He had said, and 
truly there was in that land an awful destruction of 
the tares — of those who had set themselves against 
Him. The hirelings of Rome ravaged this garden 
of Galilee, and the sea of Gennesareth well-nigh 
overflowed with the blood of the slain. 
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Nor was Jthis the first time that such a terrible 
harvest had been gathered in the Holy Land. Once 
and again the message had sounded " Repent/' and 
once and again had men heard, but hearkened 
not ; listened, but understood not. And then the 
dread signs of the harvest would show themselves ; 
the tares ripened and proved worthless weeds, and 
down came the reapers — the avenging angels, the 
messengers of God. Babylonian, Assyrian, Persian, 
and Roman armies destroyed the cities, and carried 
away into strange lands those whom they did not 
kill. 

And did the good God, think you, forget His 
own the while } Did He not gather the wheat into 
His garner? Think of Isaiah, guarded by the 
hand of God, and cheering his repentant country- 
men in the land of their exile ! — of Jeremiah, to 
whom the captain of the king of Babylon's guard 
said, "The Lord God hath brought upon your 
land all the evil that He said ; but, as for thee, all 
the land is before thee. Come with me, if it please 
thee, to Babylon ; but, if not, go where it seemeth 
right to thee." And what of the good wheat, the 
faithful, who, carried away into the North, had still 
kept themselves " the people of the Lord " } Did 
not God cause them that had led them captive 
to pity them .? Did not Cyrus, the great king of 
Persia, bid them go back with joy to their home, 
and build again the House of God } 
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The history of the Jews is for us the most 
interesting in the world : first, because there comes 
across it, like a dazzling rainbow over a stormy- 
sky, the story of the blessed One ; and also because 
in it is made plain to us this parable of the wheat 
and the tares by what actually happened. W^ can 
watch the slow but sure growth of the tares ; — 
beginning with neglect of the Father who had 
loved His people so dearly, and ripening into a 
terrible open defiance of Him, till the worship of 
idols was set up, and every sort of infamy and 
wrong done from Dan even to Beersheba. The 
owner of that fair land — the Father, the Lover, the 
Saviour of its people — is looking on all the time 
with bitterest grief, and by His prophets speaking 
words which seem to me the saddest, next to the 
last words of Christ, that have been uttered in this 
world — " My people love to have it so." 

Love to have what? Why, the company of 
devils. They love to be lower than the beasts that 
perish. "I have besought them to do justly, to 
love mercy, and to walk humbly ; but they have let 
justice fall dead in the street, and have spoken no 
words save those of oppression, calling the proud 
ones happy. Oh, but I have loved them with an 
everlasting love, and with My loving-kindness have 
I sought to draw them to Me. All I asked them 
for was their hearts' best love, and, in place pf it, 
they send up to My heaven the shrieks of their 

D 
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little ones, whom they burn in the fire to a devil- 
image." 

Of all the sad books that have been written " the 
Lamentations of Jeremiah " over the sin and punish- 
ment of his country, is the most touching and 
beautiful. I do not like children to be sad, and 
I am very glad that this story, which is a mournful 
one thus far, will end so brightly that you will not 
be sorry for having heard it. But listen for a 
moment to what had come of one gathering of the 
tares in the Holy Land : — 

** Our land is given over to strangers — 
Our homes to foreigners. 
We are orphans, without a Father. 
Our mothers are like widows. 
For the very water which we drink we have to pay. 
And our own wood is sold to us. 
Slaves rule over us, 
And none deliver us from their hand. 
Our princes are hanged up by their hand. 
The old men among us are not honoured. 
ITie young men have to carry millstones, 
And the children fall down under their burdens. 
Thou, Lord God Almighty, art for ever. 
Why, then, dost Thou forget us, 
And forsake us, oh, for so long time? 
Turn Thou us unto Thee, O Lord, and we shall be turned. 
Bring back to us the days of old." 

"Turn Thou us unto Thee" — not, mark you, 
"Turn Thou unto us." Never make such a mistake 
as to say the one prayer for the other, for you 
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wrong God if you do so. He never turns away 
from men ; it is men who set their backs against 
Him. 

I wonder if you have ever been sick or sad at 
heart in the night ? I hope not ; but many people 
are so, and they watch for the first gleam of 
morning light, and hail it with gladness. In the 
same way we may welcome these words — "Turn 
Thou us unto Thee." They are the first streak 
of light which looks down into the valley from 
over the mountain-top — oh, so joyously welcome ! 
Because, just as certainly as that ray will be 
followed by others, each brighter than the one 
before it, till the whole valley rejoices in the sun- 
shine, and its slopes, which are covered over with 
corn, laugh and sing, so surely with every man 
who prayeth, "Turn Thou us again unto Thee," is 
the night of sin coming to an end, and the sunshine 
of God about to shine upon a field of good seed, 
making it fit to be gathered into the everlasting 
gamer. 

We know it is so because of God's own word — 
" While ye are yet speaking, I will hear ; while ye 
are yet praying, I will answer." 

God, in His wonderful love, has made an unalter- 
able law in His kingdom, and it is this : " Ye shall 
find Me when ye shall seek for Me with all your 
heart" — the "honest and true heart" of which 
Christ spoke in the story of the sower. 
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Here flashes upon us the sunshine of this parable 
of the tares among the wheat. 

For now, as in the days when the prophet of 
Galilee first told his story, we walk through the 
world and see the tares springing up amongst the 
corn. There are men who have forsaken God ; 
men who even despise Him ; men who speak 
against Him. His wisdom is shining into their 
hearts, and they call it their own cleverness. His 
goodness crowns them, and they say they are 
getting rich by their own prudence. His voice 
whispers at the door of their heart, and they slam 
the door too, bolt, and bar it, saying it was only the 
wind that swept by. 

Still the wheat and tares grow together, and, 
in His love, the dear God restrains the reapers. 
Why ? He has told us, because He wills that all 
men should come to repentance. He does not 
suffer the tares to be rooted up lest the wheat-ears 
should be injured, and because who shall say 
how many of those whom Christ calls the children 
of the evil one may, even on the harvest day, and 
before the sickle reaches them, cry out, "Turn 
Thou us unto Thee"? 

Do you think of the question of the fanner's 
servants } do you ask me, " From whence come the 
tares ? " — ^why, to use every-day language, " is there 
good and evil in the world ? " 

I do not shrink from the question, because 
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I believe Christ has answered it ; but if you take 
my advice, you will be content, for the present, 
with the answer which the husbandman gave, " An 
enemy hath done this." Hundreds of books have 
been written about it; children of the kingdom 
have been so foolish as to quarrel over it. These 
solemn words of our Lord have actually been 
made game of, devils with horns and devils with 
hoofs being invented by people who ought to know 
better, just for the sake of frightening children. 
I knew of a little boy who had been taught such 
falsehoods, and one day he was climbing on an 
old and ruinous wall, where he had often been told 
not to go. It was overgrown with ivy and weeds, 
and presently, from beneath some loose stone, a 
snake crept out. When the child saw it, he shrieked 
and fell down on his knees, and prayed to it, not 
to hurt him. He thought it was the devil, but he 
grew up to learn that his prayers should be to 
no devil, but to his Father in heaven, to forgive 
his disobedience to those who loved him, and to 
help him always to do the right 

I advise you then — and for what I am saying J 
must answer to Christ — I bid you in His name, put 
far away from you these tales of devils here, and 
devils there, and such trash as you may hear about 
them from nursemaids. You are a child of the 
kingdom. At your baptism it was promised for 
you that you would have nothing to do with the 
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devil. It was not asked if you believed in devils, but 
whether you would be true to God the Father, 
to His dear Son, and to the Holy Spirit that helps 
you to be Christlike. 

But though this be so, do not forget that when 
you meet with evil in your little world, when you 
find it in your own heart, it is not God's doing, 
but " an enemy hath done this." And then, like 
those faithful children of the Father, who gathered 
round the table with Jesus at His last Passover 
supper, fall down with love at His feet, and while 
you half dread to hear the answer, say softly to 
Him, " Lord, is it I .? " 

Are you startled at the thought that the enemy 
may possibly be yourself.'* I told you just now, 
that you were a child of the kingdom ; but a man's 
enemies, says Christ, may be those of his own house- 
hold. Do you not sometimes act as if you were 
not a child of the kingdom? Are you always 
obedient, truthful, patient, kind and loving ? Do 
you always think more of others than of yourself, 
and most of all, of your dear Father in heaven .? 

Ah well, I am not going on with any more 
questions. It is not for me to talk all these matters 
over with you. // is for you to talk them over witk 
the good Gody who loves you better than any 
Father, who will be more tender with you than any 
mother. Tell Him you will not, cannot be His 
enemy, for you are His child. Ask Him to make 
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haste with the day when all enemies shall be put 
under Him, and the hearts of all men shall be turned 
to Him. The harvest is plenteous, but the labourers 
are few. Cannot you help.^ One gentle answer 
to an angry word, for the Lord's sweet sake ; one 
loving deed done; one single triumph over a 
temptation to do wrong ; one new resolve to do 
right, — are so many gleams of sunlight which you 
may send out around you, to show men something 
of God's love, and to win their hearts to Him. 

And if ever you are down-hearted because there 
IS so much evil, so many tares in your heart and in 
the world outside you, bring out from your memory 
this most solemn story, but one of the most in- 
spiriting in the King's story book, because it is a 
story of the greatest triumph of our Father's love. 
In the last grand harvest day, evil shall have been 
done away with for ever, and they that have done 
the right, shall shine as the sun in the kingdom of 
their Father. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE GROWTH OF THE MUSTARD SEED. 

When the last two stories were told, the disciples 
begged Jesus to explain all that He meant them 
to learn from the pictures He had drawn. About 
this one, and many others, they asked no question, 
and they seem to have understood at once the 
lesson hidden away. 

You will be wise to imitate them. Do not with 
this story, or any of the others, be puzzling over 
some fanciful meaning of one particular part of 
it. People who have done so have lost themselves 
in all sorts of puzzles, so that the plain simple 
lesson set forth, could not be kept so clearly in their 
minds as it should have been. 

I do not mean that in some of the King's stories 
He may not have meant to remind those who 
listened, of other truths beside the one which the 
story carried on the face of it ; but I am sure that, 
while you are young, at any rate, you will do best 
to learn the one great lesson of each parable, and 
learn it well. 
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"The mustard seed," said Christ, "is the least 
of all the seeds," or as you might say, the tiniest 
of the tiny, not meaning that there was no seed 
smaller in the world, but that it was very small 
indeed. It was put into the wide field, so mere 
a speck, that if you were to dig and look for it 
again you could not find it ; and yet in a while 
it would become a large shrub, almost a tree 
indeed, and in which the birds might roost, and 
build their nests. 

Whether or not what is here called mustard 
seed is the plant which we call by that name, does 
not matter. Most likely, I think, it was not, 
because we find Jesus took His stories from what 
was close at hand, making the tale more taking, as 
the listeners, looking round, could see the very 
thing talked about, or knew of the fact which made 
the story a real one. There is a large shrub grow- 
ing freely in Palestine, and of which, if you were to 
smell the crushed seed, you would say it was 
mustard. It is a quick-springing plant, and comes 
to be of large size, as, for instance, the lilac does 
in England, and likely enough was the one of 
which Christ was speaking. 

Fed by the soft rain, warmed by the sunshine, 
this tiny seed grew for a while unseen, and then 
made its way through the ground, while at every 
step upward to the heaven, its roots went deeper 
down into the earth, and took a faster hold. 
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Silently, rapidly, it raised itself, and presently 
became shelter for the birds, and an object of 
beauty in the landscape. 

Could the friends of the Teacher ever see that 
shrub in their every-day walks without thinking 
of what it had been made a picture by Him ? 
Was not what he had told them about it enough 
to make them strong when they felt weak, and 
joyous when they were sad ? 

For of what did it stand in place ? of what was 
it the parable ? 

You say, "The kingdom of God." You are 
quite right, but let us see if we understand exactly 
all that is meant by that. 

You live in a kingdom ; you were born in it 
The queen is your sovereign; the laws, to which 
she signs her name, you obey. She has faithfully 
promised, before God, to guard your liberty and 
freedom. She is His angel or messenger. His 
servant or minister. And you are bound to be 
true to her; to fight her just battles, if need be, 
when you are grown up, and to give * your life 
rather than any foreign oppressor should enslave 
this England of ours. You never lose your 
allegiance, never cease to owe duty to her. Go 
over the world, and stay among people who speak 
a different language to your own, still you are an 
Englishman. Here, there, and everywhere, from 
east to west, the symbol, the sign, or mark of 
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authority — the flag of England, meets your view, 
bidding you thank God that He has made you a 
member of a kingdom where there is peace and 
order, and love to the sovereign ; and reminding 
you that you, on your part, have duties to your 
queen and to her kingdom, which must be fulfilled 
no matter what happens to yourself. 

It IS told of the Grand Duchess of Hesse, or the 
Princess Alice, as Englishmen love best to call her, 
that when, like Him whom she tried hard to copy> 
she was dying because she had done her best to 
save others from death, she asked in her last 
moments upon earth, for the flag of England to be 
carried over her, so that it might seem as if she 
were still in the fondly loved kingdom of her birth, 
and still a subject of the sovereign to whom she 
had been ever true. 

You live, also, in yet another kingdom, and are 
a member of it. I mean the Church of Jesus 
Christ. A member of that kingdom you were 
declared to be at your baptism ; the sign of your 
King was marked upon you, and you promised to 
be faithful to Him. Amongst the Romans, the 
Sacramentum was a solemn oath taken by the 
newly enlisted soldier, an oath of allegiance, of duty ; 
and later in his life, when he was fully instructed 
in warfare, he took what was thought a still more 
solemn oath, the Jtisjurafidum. Let, then, this word 
sacrament speak to you ever of your word pledged 
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to the King, and remind you that your honour is 
at stake. 

You are upon your Jtonour. A child who was 
once asked if he knew what " honour " meant, gave 
this answer, " To say, when they want you to go to 
bed, that you'll go as the clock strikes, and do it" 

You have promised to follow your King; then 
do it. As you grow older you may be asked, like 
the Roman soldier, to swear another oath of 
allegiance, more solemn even than the last, because 
you will give it after knowing all the work you are 
taking on yourself. Till then, mind, and till the 
day of victory, you are on your honour. Your 
King cannot be faithless to you ; the granite rock 
which lies below the earth you tread on, may 
change one hair's-breadth in. a million years, but 
the truth and love of Jesus changes never. 

You do not like friends who are changeable, and 
what would people think of a soldier who changed 
sides? You know what such men are called — 
traitors ; and the death with which they are 
punished is made contemptible. Your King places 
trust in you ; He does not surround you with spies ; 
He does not force you to do your duty. You have 
heard the French proverb, I dare say, " Noblesse 
oblige," that is, high birth must do the right. You 
are of royal birth, in a royal army, the Church of 
Christ. 

In this kingdom of heaven, it is not all peace and 
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order, I grieve to say. There are those in it who 
seek hither and thither after a sign, forgetting that 
one only sign has been given by the King. There 
are soldiers in this army in which you are, who 
have carried into battle a banner with the cross on 
its one side, and on the other, their own name in 
flaunting embroidered colours. Wherever those 
banners have been carried, and I tell you they have 
often been carried bravely into the strongholds of 
sin, triumphs have been won — ^so long as only the 
side of the standard which bore the cross was seen ; 
but whenever, looking at the other face of it, 
enemies of the kingdom, as well as soldiers of the 
King, have been startled by a leader's name other 
than Christ's, then has followed derision from the 
hostile army and confusion in the King's. 

I beg of you not to pass judgment on such men^ 
but all your life long pray God that there may be 
peace in His kingdom. 

So, then, there is this kingdom of England and 
this kingdom of the Church in England. Now can 
you think of any third kingdom to which you 
belong } No 'i 

Why, what is your home but a kingdom ? Are 
not your father and mother sovereigns there ? Are 
there no rules to be kept, duties to be done — duties 
sometimes hard for you, work which sometimes 
you would feel inclined to leave undone, if it were 
not for the love that shines from your parents' 
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face, and for the help which you get from 
brothers and sisters older than yourself? You all 
bear a common name, your father's ; there is one 
common refuge for your troubles — either his ear or 
your mother's ; there is one common aim — ^to "win 
their approval; and there is one common bond, 
which keeps you true to them, which makes you 
stand by one another, and speak up for one anodieTi 
and that is — love. 

You will be able now to understand what Jesus 
meant by a kingdom of heaven. World-wide, it 
was to include, like our kingdom of England, men 
of all colours and languages. Like the Church, it 
was to have one King, and One who never changes; 
one sign, one banner floating over it, the cross of 
the crucified One : and like, as in the kingdom of 
your home, your father's pleasure is sought to be 

carried out, and your mother's will is the law, as 

you are brother or sister to each member of your 
family, bound to one another by love, — so exacUj 
was to be the kingdom of heaven. It is only 
another name, you see, for God's family on earth. 

And, believe me, never will England — never will 
the world — never will the Church see the king- 
dom of heaven come, as God means it shall do 
some day, until every home in the land has become 
a kingdom of God. 

When that is so, when you with others have 
helped to make it so, then angry words will cease 
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to be heard in the Church. One Lord, one faith, 
one baptism, one God and Father of all, will be the 
only watchword of that larger family of God, which 
will then, in the full blessing of peace, become as a 
city set upon a hill, a light to lighten the world, so 
that nations shall come to its light, and kings to 
the brightness of its rising. 

So you see I was not far wrong when I told you 
that when we speak of our blessed Lord coming 
to preach the kingdom of heaven, it is only another 
way of saying that He came to tell men of His 
Father's love, and to win the love of their hearts 
to Him. For the two great commandment-s in His 
kingdom are — " Thou shalt love the Lord thy God 
with all thy heart," and "Thou shalt love thy 
neighbour as thyself;" and when these are kept 
in an honest and a true heart by all men, then 
will the kingdom have come. 

How this story of the mustard seed should 
encourage us ! There is Christ's own word for it, 
that one day His kingdom shall have come in all its 
full growth and beauty. Every prayer we send 
away to our Father's home, " Thy kingdom come ; " 
every tear we shed over our own mistakes and 
failures as children of His household ; each time we 
try hard to love God and love one another, we are 
doing our best to hasten the coming of the kingdom 
of heaven, when the whole family of God shall be 
gathered together in the many mansions which the 
dear Lord is even now making ready for us. 



CHAPTER VI. 



THE LEAVEN. 



There is a great deal to learn about the kingdom 
of heaven, for our Lord tells one story after another, 
as if above everj'thing He wanted His hearers to 
understand all about it ; and He chose first one 
object with which we meet in daily life, and then 
another, just as though He would hang round the 
wall of our hearts so many pictures, a mere glance 
at which might remind us of some truth about His 
kingdom. 

A woman, He tells us, took leaven and hid it, or 
mixed it, with three measures of meal until the 
whole became leavened ; and just like that leaven, 
in one way, is the kingdom of heaven. 

Leaven is a form of yeast, which, if some one 
will show you under a microscope, you will see 
is a most beautiful little plant ; quite as beautiful 
and wonderful as many of your grand garden 
favourites, though it grows unseen of men. 

The most wonderful thing about it, is the quick- 
ness with which it finds its way through everything* 
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In the bread which you eat yeast is put ; and it 
makes all the difference in the world to the bread 
whether or not the yeast is there. You have often, 
I dare say, made some cakes of your own with 
flour and water, and when you have had them at 
some doirs party they turned out very hard and 
different from the bread you get at breakfast. I 
think you will find your friends don't like your 
home-made cakes, and make a wry face over them, 
if they are polite enough to eat them, when the 
little tea-cups are set, and one of the tiny spoons is 
getting bent out of shape in the tea which is too 
hot for it. 

You might be the cleverest baker in the world, 
and yet without yeast your bread would be called 
heavy and unwholesome. If you look at a loaf 
before it is in the oven, it will not be nearly so 
large as when it comes out, because the dough with 
which it is made, has had yeast hidden in it, and 
this causes it, as we say, to rise. The bread becomes 
light and wholesome because this fast-growing little 
plant has been through it from one end to the other, 
and made it quite a different thing to what it would 
have been without it. 

When the Hebrew people fled from the land of 
Egypt, they were in so much haste to be gone, that 
they did not stop to make their bread properly, 
but they took their flour and water, just mixed as 
it was, rather than lose a moment. And this was 

E 
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why it was that Moses commanded that during 
their feast of the Passover, they should for the 
whole week cat bread of this sort — unleavened 
bread — that each year they might be reminded of 
their flight from out of the oppressor's hands. And 
to this day the Jews have special cakes, called 
Passover cakes, made at the feast time without 
yeast. 

Yeast, or leaven, is often used in the Bible as a 
picture of something which spreads over a place, or 
finds its way through everything. Most commonly 
it is used to make us understand how terribly sin 
and wickedness spread within us and around ; how 
each wrong act is like one of these tiny germs or 
beginnings of yeast, which is no sooner in existence 
than it casts forth seed in every direction. 

It is because of the power which yeast has, that 
Jesus puts it before us in this short tale, and says 
— ^just so surely and thoroughly spreads abroad the 
kingdom of heaven. 

The mustard-tree could be watched springing up. 
If you have any plant or tree of your own, you may 
mark and measure it each year, showing how muci 
longer the branches are than last spring. We may 
mark as plainly, the growth of the kingdom of 
heaven in our own home, in our own land, in the 
world, in our own Church. There are signs which 
are clear to every one. Kings are now less able 
than they were, to set their people at each others' 
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throats because of some supposed insult to them- 
selves ; there is more disposition to settle national 
quarrels, or at least to discuss them quietly, and 
ask the help of some one not concerned in the 
dispute, to agree it. In England, the difference 
between the state of things now and a hundred 
years ago is marvellous. To every corner of the 
country the message is carried, " The kingdom of 
heaven is at hand." Churches spring up for the 
worship of the King, and schools are opening every- 
where, that children may become better subjects of 
His. The Church is more active, more eager to 
bring the good news to each door; more hard- 
working, more true, to her Sovereign. 

Into homes except our own we do not often see, 
but I cannot believe that all these signs of the 
coming of the kingdom in the world outside us 
would be noticed, unless there had been first some 
such signs in our houses and families. Perhaps we 
have more honoured our King, by giving Him 
united homage, by making our vow to be true 
to Him daylby day in the presence of each other. 
Perhaps parents have felt more than before, that 
they have to be themselves parables to their 
children, to show by their love and watchfulness 
and discipline something of the King's great love. 
And you, children, what have you been doing.? 
Trying hard, though very likely often forgetting 
that you are upon your honour ; but, for all that, 
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getting on, even when you least knew it, remem- 
bering once a month, maybe, at first, then once a 
week, then once a day, that you are soldiers of the 
King, and bound to be faithful to Him ? 

It is with yourselves that the story of the leaven 
has chiefly to do ; for is there not yet one more 
kingdom of heaven, than those of which we talked 
in the last chapter ? 

Yes, in your heart, has this kingdom of heaven — 
this love of our blessed Father — ^been hidden by 
Christ, just as the leaven was put into the meal ; 
and, if only your heart be honest and true, this 
leaven of love will spread over and fill it, till you 
are something altogether different to what you 
could be without it. 

It comes first into your heart small as a tiny 
germ of the yeast, but it will spread everywhere. 
One short message of your Father's love to you, and 
you will say, " Has He done all that for me ? What 
can I do for Him ? " The more you think about 
His love, the more it will fill your thoughts. Jesus, 
the love of God, knocks softly at the door of your 
heart. Let Him in, that you may see how sweet 
He can be to you; how, for love of Him, it will 
become easier to resist the wish to please yourself; 
how that hard lesson, obedience, will grow plain 
enough for you to understand it. 

Don't say this reads like a bit of a sermon — ^that 
I am using a lot of Bible words, but that they have 
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no meaning. As truly as you live, as surely as 
you eat, drink, and dress yourself, so surely is Jesus 
the King ready, if you will only let Him, to fill 
your heart with Himself, so that it shall become 
really a kingdom of heaven. 

And why should it not be so ? For no reason 
whatever, except because you like sometimes to be 
king yourself. You know it is so. If only we 
loved God above all things, if we thought of Christ 
more than of any other, if He were our best friend, 
if every time we were in doubt about a thing, every 
time there came a struggle between God*s voice 
and our pleasure, we stopped to think how He who 
loved and died for us would act, truly He would 
be the King of our hearts. Remember that Christ 
said, it is not from without, but from within, that 
trouble comes in the kingdom of heaven. 

This is why I urge you not to be looking about 
outside, for reasons why you are not so good as you 
long to be, but to go into the kingdom itself — 
into your own heart, and, without long search, you 
will find another king than Christ striving ever and 
again to be master. 

Look into a mirror, and you will see him. Don't 
be afraid. There will be no one looking over your 
shoulder. It is only your little self that you will 
see. You do like very much to have your own 
way ; you do enjoy being lazy at times. Should 
I be wrong if I said you can at times find a 
pleasure in teasing others — in being unkind ? 
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You say, "Well, I did not make myself: why 
does God let me do such things ? I am sorry' 
when I have done them ; but, at the time, I cannpt 
help it." 

Let me tell you at once why God lets you do 
these naughty things. He will have no slave's 
service from you ; He will not force you to do the 
right ; He will not drive you into loving Hitn. You 
are His child ; and, just as, if you were heartless 
enough, you could set yourself against the mother 
who is always loving and trying to make you 
happy, so you may set yourself against your Father 
in heaven. 

It is this kingdom of heaven in your heart that 
makes the difference between you and what you 
call an animal to mark it from yourself. But are 
you not an animal — ^the highest, noblest, of God's 
creatures t Have you not, like every other animal, 
a law of the animal nature, which says, " Please 
yourself; think, above all things, of what will make 
you comfortable ; eat the things that are nicest, and 
do not stop to think whether you have had more 
than is enough for you ; no matter whether others 
are happy or unhappy, manage, if you can, to be 
happy yourself ? " 

In the animal kingdom this is the great com- 
mandment, "Please yourself," and, just so far as 
you are an animal, this law rules you ; but the law 
of the kingdom of heaven is, " Please, not yourself 
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but your KingP And so, when the dear God in 
His love gave you His own nature, and made you 
a child of His kingdom, there began a struggle in 
your heart who should be master, the lower nature 
or the higher. Every temptation to do wrong 
comes, if you were to trace it up to its beginning, 
to the animal nature, which is always urging you to 
please yourself. But this kingdom of heaven, this 
love of God, once set up in your heart — ay, no 
matter how little there may be of it at first — ^will, 
and you will see must, plead with you to please 
God. 

And well does our picture of the leaven in the 
meal, show the working of God's love against the 
desires of our lower nature. 

For when we speak of things being in a ferment, 
we mean that everything is in motion, one thing 
struggling with another ; first one thing coming 
to the top, then another : and this is just what goes 
on when the yeast is in the dough. You know 
well enough that there is often a ferment in your 
heart, a struggle in which something tries to get 
the mastery of the other. A duty ought to be done, 
but you feel very much inclined to leave it alone. 
But then your mother would be vexed if she found 
it undone ; it is something your father has bid you 
do, and you cannot bear to disappoint him. If 
there were not this leaven hidden in your heart, 
there would not be this struggle. Your lower 
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nature would lead you to do nothing but please 
yourself ; or perhaps, if you were of what is called 
a good disposition, like some animals are, it might 
make you sorry to see others in trouble, and 
willing to comfort them ; but what I want to 
make plain to you is, that this would be something 
quite different from what it is when you say to 
yourself, "Now I will try hard and be good- 
tempered, because it will please my Father in 
Iieave7t ; " or, when you have some money to spend, 
" I will give this to that little child who is sick or 
hungry, because lie is the brother of JesuSy and, like 
myself y the child of our dear Father!' 

I think I can hear some of you say, " This animal 
nature must be a very wicked thing, to be always 
fighting with God's love in my heart. Why should 
I have it ? " 

Listen to a story. 

There was a king once who had two sons, 
between whom he intended to divide his kingdom. 
Just at this time there came to the country a 
merchant, bringing with him some animals which 
had never been seen there before. These were 
two very handsome young horses, and news of 
their coming soon reached the king. He sent for 
the merchant, who told him that these animals 
were of the greatest use in the country from 
which he came, for they would allow men to ride 
on them, draw heavy weights, and do a great deal 
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of labour which, said the merchant, he saw men 
doing in the king's country. The monarch was 
delighted with these colts, and he sent for his 
sons that they might see them, and learn from the 
merchant how the animals were to be trained and 
what work they could be taught to do. Then, 
thinking that they were the most valuable present 
he could make his sons, he bought the two horses 
of the merchant, and forthwith the two princes set 
out for the different parts of the country which 
they were to govern. 

In about a year, news reached the king, to his 
terrible grief, that his youngest son had been killed. 
The officer of state who came with the message, 
said that the young man's death was owing to the 
wild animal which had been given him, for that 
one day, the prince having with difficulty managed 
to get on his back, the horse had dashed off at a 
great pace, and thrown his rider, who was killed 
on the spot. 

That very day, the merchant who had sold the 
colts returned, bringing with him fresh merchandise. 
To his surprise, he found himself seized, and 
hurried away to prison, and, a day or two after, 
brought before the king, who, after bitterly re- 
proaching him for bringing such dangerous beasts 
to the country, and speaking falsely about the 
habits of them, declared that his life should be 
held forfeit for the life of the -pYmc^^ •a.TA ^'^^'^x.^^ 
him to be executed within a fevi dac^s. 



58 The Leaven. 



The merchant besought that he might be heard. 
He gave a solemn assurance that in his own 
country these animals were the most useful known^ 
and that indeed the people could do little or 
nothing without them. He grieved for the death 
of the prince, but entreated the king to remember^ 
that he had given the young man the fullest and 
most careful instructions as to how the animal 
was to be trained and managed ; adding, that had 
his advice been carried out, he was certain that 
no harm would have befallen the prince. 

But the king would not give credit to what was 
said, and the unfortunate man was taken back to 
prison for the few days he had to live. He was 
a good, and brave man, who knew that he had 
done no wrong ; and though it was bitter to him 
to think of his wife looking out anxiously for the 
first sight of his ship homeward bound, and hear- 
ing on the quay the news of his murder in a 
strange land, instead of being clasped in his arms, 
he could leave her, and all he cared for, in the hands 
of the All-Merciful. 

The very morning on which he was to suffer 
death, messengers arrived at the court, with letters 
from the king*s eldest son, in which, after relating 
matters connected with his kingdom, he wrote thus : 

"And now, dearest father, I must tell you of 

a wonderful escape from death, with which the 

almighty and merciful One has favoured me, an 
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escape due, next to His grace, to the splendid 
animal which you bought from the foreign merchant 
and gave me wheii I left you. 

"As soon as I reached here, I gave the most 
careful attention to its training, as the merchant 
had bid me ; and in a very short time, I found that 
the horse became thoroughly obedient, and would 
let me mount it, carrying me wheresoever I willed. 
Thus I was able to go rapidly over the different 
parts of my country, and see to the welfare of my 
people. 

" But to come to the great service it has rendered 
me. I was last week hunting in a forest, near a 
village where I had lately been obliged to punish 
some of the inhabitants for evil doing. I was far 
in advance of my servants, when some of the 
villagers, who had conspired against me, rushed 
forth from a thicket, armed with spears and 
javelins. There was no hope for me against so 
many, but my brave horse seemed to understand 
the danger, and, at my word, he dashed through 
the crowd, and carried me in safety back to my ^ 
people. Thus, sire, was my life preserved ; and I 
beg you, should the merchant revisit our country, 
that you will bid him hasten here with as many 
of these useful animals as he can bring, for I am 
anxious, not only to reward him, but to put horses 
in all the villages of my kingdom, that the land 
may be the easier tilled, and tVv^ tV^^ ^T\\\\.'5»\3rt^xi!#5j;- 
down the more quickly from t\ve tcvo>\ts\.*aIvcv5»? 
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The prince's father was a very just man, and 
when he read this he was overjoyed at the deliver- 
ance of his son, and commanded the merchant to 
be brought before him. " I have wronged you," he 
said. " It was no fault of the colt which I bought 
from you, that my son was killed ; had he trained 
him rightly, after your instructions, even as did my 
eldest son, it would have been to him a blessing, 
instead of a curse." The king then dismissed the 
merchant, and bid him bring more horses, as soon 
as possible, from his own land. 

See how your animal nature may be made a 
friend or foe. You may suffer it to become your 
master, for want of training, and then, depend on it, 
sooner or later it will bring you death ; or you may 
keep it in subjection, and be its master ^ and then it 
will do good work for you. God has placed you for 
a time in a world, where this nature will help you 
to do His work ; so have respect for it Do not 
call it evil, for it is a gift' of your Father. Let it 
enjoy itself in this land of beauty, which the Lord 
your God has given you. Onlyy never let it run 
away ivithyou. Never let it be to you other than 
a servant, to help you with the work of God. 

It can be made pure and noble and holy, if in it 
— like as in the woman's meal— the leaven, the love 
of your Father, grows and works. In one life, 
and one only, was this parable exactly set forth. 
You know whose I mean. 
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Yes, in our Elder Brother. The leaven of His 
Father's love had so filled, so gone through and 
through His whole human nature (which, in order 
to be like us, He took upon Him), that in His 
history, there is no single instance of any divided 
kingdom of the heart. The lower nature spoke to 
Him as it does to us. His brethren and sisters, 
pleading for its own way, if only once : " If it be 
possible, let this cup pass from Me ; " but the love 
of the Father commanded, and the words went up 
to the heavens, " Not as I will, but as Thou wilt." 

The leaven had leavened the whole lump ; the 
two natures in Christ, the divine and the human, 
had become perfectly one, being, as we say of the 
two notes of an octave, in perfect unison. 

And so, my darlings, it may be with us. Thank 
God that He has given you this human nature to 
serve Him here on earth, and say to Him, " We love 
and bless Thee, lovingest Father, because through 
Jesus Thou hast hidden in our mortal nature this 
leaven of Thy love. Grant it to grow in us, and fill 
us, that self-love being cast out, we may love Thee 
above all." 

One word more ; you cannot forget this story, 1 
defy you to do so. At every meal you eat, you 
will be reminded of it ; and when sometimes you are 
so, think how good, how loving of our Brother 
Christ, to take the everyday bread that is on your 
table, and turn it for you, into this ijat^foJvfc <^^\rssi^. 



CHAPTER VII. 

THE HID TREASURE. 

In countries where there is frequent danger to 
the inhabitants from wars and quarrels with their 
neighbours, it is a common practise to hide money 
and other valuables, either in the garden or a field, 
there being the hope that, as after the troubles are 
over the owner will alone know the secret, he will 
be able to recover the lost property. Where there 
is order, and a good and strong government, the 
property of people is safe ; but in many countries, 
and more commonly in old times than now, there 
was the constant fear not only lest some enemy 
might attack a home, and carry off all which was 
worth having in it, but that even the ruler of the 
country or his servants, seeing that a man was rich, 
might come down on him, and, under some false 
pretence, seize what he had, by way of fine or 
taxes. Thus to hide in the ground what was 
treasured, became a general practise. Often it 
happened that, as the spot where the treasure lay 
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hidden was known only to one person, the secret 
was lost, owing to his death, and so the money 
which the man hoped was safe for his children 
never became theirs. 

In Palestine, for many a long year before our 
Lord lived there, the times had been very unsafe. 
For three hundred years, the history of the Jews 
(with the exception of the one splendid success 
of Judas Maccabaeus and his brothers, who drove 
out their foreign oppressors) had been a miser- 
able one. Alexander the Great proved a friend ; 
but after his death the kingdom had become, first 
a part of Egypt, then of Syria, till, in the sixty- 
third year before Christ, the shadow of the great 
Roman Empire advanced over it. Pompey took 
Jerusalem, and before long the emperor was in- 
duced to make a foreigner — Herod of Idumea — 
king of Judea, and governor of all Galilee ; while 
the Roman governor, Pontius Pilate, was supreme 
in the south. 

But this is the least sad part of the story. The 
Jews had been at war among themselves — one high 
priest leading an attack on another, and the 
ministers of the God of peace trying which of 
them could prove himself the greatest monster of 
cruelty. 

You can understand, then, how common it may 
have been in Palestine during such times, to bury 
treasure in the ground ; and a man in G^.UL^^\^^A^ 
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for some reason or other, the belief that in a 
certain field there lay hidden riches to a very large 
amount. Keeping his secret, he went quietly to 
work, selling every single thing he possessed, till 
at last he was able to buy the field and become 
owner of the wealth which was in it. 

It has been said about this man^ that his was 
a cheating act ; and persons who are fond of 
finding diflSculties in the Bible, object that the 
action was a bad one, and wonder that our King 
should have repeated the story as a lesson to us. 

This supposed difficulty is a happy one, if it 
show you that it is neither wise, generous, nor 
right to think the worst about a man when we 
have heard but half a story. Jesus's lesson had 
not to do with the man's history, and the story does 
not therefore tell us how he came to know about 
the treasure. But it is quite a possible thing, indeed 
a likely thing — remembering all the troubles which 
had been happening in Galilee, — that this man was 
a son of the person who had hidden the treasure, 
and that he knew of it from his father, who perhaps 
had been killed in one of the many riots of the 
times. The house had been pillaged and destroyed, 
and the fields taken possession of, or sold for the 
benefit of some one else than the right owner. But 
quieter times came back, and then this one of the 
family, knowing, as I have said, that his father had 
concealed his money in the field — for we can hardly 
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suppose that, unless there was good reason to 
believe the money was there, he would have gone 
secretly searching for it till he had made sure, — 
went, as the story tells us, and sold all, that he 
might get money enough to buy the field. 

But whether the man were honest or not, has 
really nothing to do with the lesson of the story, 
which I think it will not take you long to find out. 

Like the other stories we have read, it is to help 
us remember something about the kingdom of 
heaven. And what } 

When you save up all your pocket money for a 
month, not buying one single goodie, in order that 
at the end of the time you may be able to buy that 
delightful pocket-book, with four flaps and a place 
for postage stamps, to say nothing of the separate 
division for receipt stamps — ^why do you do it ? 
Have you never said, " Oh, mother, Td give all I 
have in the world for such a writing-case " ? When 
you said so, what was it you felt about the par- 
ticular thing } 

Why, that it was worth to you all else that you 
had in the world, to be sure ! 

Could you say that about the kingdom of 
heaven ? 

Don't answer the question ; let us talk about it 
first 

You know, by this time, something of what is 
meant by the kingdom of heaven ; tk^t \\. Ss. ^ 
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family, in which we are all brothers or sisters, 
children of the one Father in heaven, for the love 
of Whom we should obey the commands He has 
given us ; which are, to love Him above all, and 
our brothers and sisters in the same way as we love 
ourselves : and this, because He has so loved us. 

Do you think that to be a member of His family 
is the greatest and grandest thing that can happen 
to you ? Is His love for you the one thing that 
you must have at any price ; which, if you had it 
not, you would give all in the world to win ? 

I don't want you to answer yet. 

You might have been born in some savage 
country, where the love of the dear God was for- 
gotten, where the name of Jesus had been never 
heard ; brought up with cruelty and violence you 
might have become slaves, and like the poor 
children for whom Jeremiah mourned, you might 
have fallen down under the burdens laid upon yoiL 

Because of God's tender pitying love, it is not so. 

An English child, brought up in a great city, you 
might have had parents who set all God's laws at 
defiance ; who lived themselves by theft, and taught 
you from your childhood to lie and steal. 

That it is npt so, is simply of God's fond love for 
you. 

No home might ever have been yours. Without 
knowing your father or mother, you might have 
been one of those pitiable little ones of the great 
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city, whose very language is so foul that, thank 
God, you could not understand it In the midst of 
a great Christian city where four millions of people 
are gathered together, where there are thousands 
of churches and chapels, where there is perhaps 
the largest wealth, the greatest luxury which was 
ever gathered together in the world, there are bands 
of these wild brothers and sisters of yours, living 
less decently than African savages, and growing up 
to be men and women at open war, not only with 
the kingdom of England but with the kingdom of 
heaven. You have noticed the many arches over 
which the train carries you into London ; through 
them the moon often looks on a sight that would 
make you sick. Here a group and there a group of 
these poor fatherless little ones, lie huddled together 
in rags that barely cover them, and in dirt that 
would make you shrink from them. And some are 
sick — ay, dying ; and there is not one single word 
of kindness for them, not one drop of medicine, not 
one comfort — no light, fire, bed, or food, only shiver- 
ing desolate misery till death comes. When your 
mother has tucked you in your warm snug bed, and 
her kiss has been the seal of God's blessing, think 
sometimes of your brothers and sisters beneath the 
arches. 

Why are you not one of them ? 

For no other reason than that the love of God 
would not let it be so. 
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You are well and strong, perhaps ; able to run 
about from morn till evening, full of fun and 
pleasure, with the best of friends always ready to 
romp with you ; with good food and a happy home. 
But have you never seen little children with sad 
sickly faces ? Have you never heard the piteous cry 
of children in pain, or watched in your walk some 
boy limping along, and who must do so all his life, 
because of the carelessness of the person who had 
charge of him ? Have you never seen a tiny girl 
wheeled about in a little carriage, on her back, who, 
maybe, has not sat up since she was born ? 

And how, then, do you enjoy all the health and 
enjoyment that you do ? 

This wonderful love of God, and nothing else, is 
the reason. 

Darlings, will you go back to the two questions 
which I asked first ? And still I say, don't answer 
them. But take them, along with these thoughts 
about your brothers and sisters — many of them sick 
and sad, sorrowful and weary; many, knowing 
nothing of their lost Father in heaven, and using 
the mortal nature which He has given them, to heap 
sin upon sin, to stamp out from it, if it could be, 
the image of the divine, as you may sometimes see 
a coin, so worn and battered that you cannot say 
who is the monarch, whose face was once clear upon 
it ; some of them, with just so much knowledge of 
God, that they can speak of Him in words at which 
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even the mighty spotlessness of the dear Christ 
might shudder. 

Take the questions and the recollections with 
you to-night to our Father in heaven, before you 
turn round for the refreshing sleep which He is 
about to send you. 

Oh, if His love be all that you have seen it to 

be and yet be all yours ; if it be the thing, the one 

thing which can be sunshine in your heart now, 

and which can never change or alter ; better still, 

if, spreading like the leaven in the meal, it has 

the power to make your heart something altogether 

different to what it once was ; to change it from 

being the home of self into a grand and beautiful 

temple for Jesus, If it can actually make you like 

unto Christ, so that one day He will lead you to 

His Father, — a saint, in a robe which is spotless, — 

a soldier, with a wreath of victory, — ay, a king, like 

the royal One who has gone before you ; then ask 

softly, " Dearest, most loving One, is this Thy love 

to me, worth all the world and more, ten thousand 

times?'' 

And let your angel, who always sees the Father's 

face in heaven, write down in golden letters, the 

answer which you lovingly and silently make. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

THE PEARL OF GREAT PRICE. 

In olden times, the greatest possible value was set 
on peark; they ranked very much higher even 
than they do now. The difficulty of getting them, 
and the risk of life which there was in searching for 
them in the depth of the sea, made them scarce 
and sought after by those who had wealth ; but in 
itself the pearl was a thing of beauty, and the 
strangeness of its home gave it an interest to the 
ancients which cannot exist among us. 

It was supposed that pearls were formed by a 
drop of rain falling into the shell at the instant 
when a flash of lightning lit up the clouds gathered 
in a thunderstorm ; and so you can understand why 
of old they came to look upon pearls as sent direct 
from heaven, and why, in the language of the people 
from whom the leading nations of Europe have 
descended, there is a word meaning the pure or 
holy, from which the Greeks and then the Romans 

seem to have taken their tvame for a pearl — 

"^margarita." 
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You may think how greatly pearls were valued 
when I tell you that one, priced at over ;£'8o,ooo, 
was owned by Cleopatra, and that this she was 
wanton enough to dissolve in a goblet and drink. 
Another pearl, considered to be of about the same 
value, served as an earring for a statue of the 
goddess Venus at Rome. 

The Jews held the pearl in the same respect as 
did other nations. In the Bible there is frequent 
proof of this. The writer of the book of Proverbs, 
says of wisdom and understanding, that they are 
more precious even than pearls ; and of a woman 
who is worthy, that her worth is far above pearls. 
In the book of Job, it is said that the price of 
wisdom is above pearls. The same thought of the 
surpassing value of the pearl, is met with again in 
that last grand triumph dream of the Christian 
Church, when St John, in his lonely island exile 
for the sake of the Lord whom he loved, saw the 
kingdom of heaven in all its glory, set up for ever 
in the city where the streets were of pure gold, as 
it were transparent glass, and in the walls of which 
were twelve gates, each gate being of one pearl, — as 
if to show us in parable, the perfect beauty and 
holiness which are the one only entrance way into 
the celestial city. 

So it is no wonder that jewels thus prized should 
be sought after, and large sums paid for them. 
And Jesus now tells us of a matv^Vo \tsaA^ \!L\ifi^ 
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business to travel in search of pearls, for the sake 
of selling them again and making profit out of 
them. After long time he met with one excelling 
any he had ever seen. And because the largest and 
clearest pearl far exceeded in value a great number 
of smaller and less perfect gems, he went and sold 
all that he had — doubtless a great number of very 
good pearls which he had already collected, but to 
him well-nigh worthless compared with this exceed- 
ing goodly one — which he had at last found, — and 
he bought this one pearl, worth more than all the 
rest put together. 

^^ And sol' says the King, speaking to us, " is the 
kingdom of heaven." 

In what way ? 

I think you will say at once, "Why, in being 
worth far more than all the other treasure we may 
have." 

A lesson very easy to learn, is it not ? 

Let us talk it over a little before you say *' Yes." 

If I were to ask you what you meant by learning 
a lesson, perhaps you would say, " To know it so 
perfectly as to be able to repeat it without a mis- 
take." And that is xi^X. txioyx^ so far as it goes. 
But it goes a very little way indeed. Parrots can 
learn lessons in this way, but what good does it do 
them ? I knew a bird that could say as often as 
you pleased, " Coming directly," but it never did 
iTiCPmir, There are people who are never tired of 



of Great Price, 73 



repeating that they are miserable sinners, but if 
you were to name each possible sin in succession, 
and ask them, '* Is it this sin that you have done ? " 
they would say, "No." They can say a lesson 
readily enough, but they do not believe in it 

Well then, you see that for a lesson to be learned 
perfectly, there is need of a great deal more than 
that the words should be known by heart. You 
must be always ready to act on your lesson ; to 
carry it out. And before you can do so, you must 
have faith in it ; must be certain that it is true, no 
matter what anybody says. What is the use of 
your saying "six times" without a mistake, and 
that " twelve pence are one shilling," unless those 
truths become, as it were, part of yourself, wrapt up 
in your brain, so that you cannot separate them 
from yourself even if you would ; so that, as you 
grow older, and some man in a shop sells you six 
books at sixpence each, you put down three shil- 
lings on the counter, without knowing that you 
even think of "six times" or " the pence table " .^ 
That is what I mean by knowing a lesson ; you 
could say it if need were, but much more than that, 
you believe in it, and you carry it out in your daily 
life. 

It is in this way, that your King asks you to learn 
the lessons of His parables. It is possible for you 
to say off by heart the exact words of these Gospels 
as they are set down in the Bible — ^t.^^^*^^^^^^^ 
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hands and meek, demure little face, — and yet not to 
know one word of Christ's lesson ; it is possible for 
you to be like so many of the crowd who listened 
beside the lake, but who, though they had ears, 
would not hear, and who, though they had ^^ 
would not see. 

You mean to do better than that, I am sure ; and, 
by the help of the dear God, you shall. 

Like the man of whom this story tells, you, each 
one of you, are seeking for goodly pearls. There is 
not one of you but a little while ago, or at this very 
time, is striving for something which you think of 
great value. One is trying to be top of his class ; 
a second, to get into a higher class ; a third hopes 
for the first prize in the school ; a fourth, to earn 
money with which to buy something upon which 
he has set his heart. 

And they are all goodly pearls, these, every one 
of them. You are right to seek for them. Your 
Father in heaven would have it so, and, if you ask 
Him, He will help you to find them. It is a grand 
thing to get knowledge — a grander thing to be 
wise, which means to know how to use your know- 
ledge. It is worth all the pains you can take 
to excel — that is, to be first, even if only in one 
thing. 

How strange it is, that, while you are so eagerly 

looking for pearls, you should give so little 

search after this one of great price — this one which 
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is worth all the others put together ; this kingdom^ 
this love of God, which, as you saw in the last 
story, is within you ! 

You forget about it? Yes, that is quite true. 
But, tell me: is it not strange that you should 
forget when you have so many reminders — when 
the very bread you eat at breakfast, with the 
leaven in it, is a picture, looking you in the face, of 
this pearl, which may be yours for the seeking ? 

"Oh, but," you say, "you told me the love of 
God was in my heart. What, then, has this story 
about the pearls to do with me, if I have already 
this pearl of great price ? I do not need to give up 
all my others for it." 

My darlings, God does not ask you to give them 
up. To some of you He may have given many 
pearls, and beautiful ; to others, perhaps fewer, but 
very goodly ones — ^health, a contented heart, a 
loving nature. Treasure them, and thank Him for 
them. And yet, what are they, the best of them, 
without His exceeding glorious one — His own 
love } Where would be your pleasure in school 
prizes, if you were tortured with toothache ? Where 
would be health, if you were to find yourself alone 
in the world and in danger of starving ? 

There was a traveller once making the journey 
over a wide desert. He missed the road, pro- 
visions ran short, and his strength was well-nigh 
gone, when in the distance he s^\ad cysNfc <^^ ^^^^ 
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green strips in the sand which a good God had left 
for the comfort of wanderers. Coming nearer to it, 
he saw a sack left by some traveller before him, 
and he rushed upon it, making sure that it con- 
tained food. He tore open the mouth — and fell 
dead of exhaustion and a broken heart. The bag 
had nothing in it but gold. What, in most places, 
he would have coveted sooner than any food, was 
useless to him here. 

So with these many goodly pearls of yours. 
Believe me, there will be times in your life when 
they will be utterly useless to you, and, unless you 
have some better treasure, you will find yourself 
poor indeed. 

But this one pearl which God has hidden in the 
depth of your heart will never fail you, because, do 
you not see, that this love of His, being a kingdom, 
must embrace, surround, and defend you for ever ? 

When you have learnt — as I have tried to show 
you how a lesson should be learnt — God is love; 
when that lesson has become a part of your very 
self; when you act upon it because you believe it, 
know for a certainty that it is true ; then — take the 
word of the blessed One Himself for it — you will 
have found the pearl of great price, and it will be 
yours, unchanging in beauty and lustre, for ever. 

Because, little by little, as you come to see how 
grand, how noble, how beautiful a thing is this love 
of God, it cannot be but that you will love it more, 
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and the dear Christ who gave His life for you. 
And, as your love for Him grows, you must become 
more and more like Him. What He would have 
you do, will be your pleasure to do ; where He 
would have you be, will be the home which you 
will seek. 

And, come what may, the kingdom of heaven 
will be to you like the mountains round about 
Jerusalem, encircling and shielding you from harm. 
The love of God will be to you ten thousand times 
more than anything you may lose. Should sick- 
ness or sorrow come, you will be able to rejoice 
that you are actually being made like unto Jesus 
in all things. If people are unkind to you, the 
voice of Jesus will sound to you more sweetly, 
more winningly than ever. If the friends you love 
are taken from you, it will be but as you may 
perhaps have watched the ships which go sailing 
away at evening into the western sun — ^you gaze 
after them till the last speck has gone down into 
the burnished gold, and then you turn away, know- 
ing full well that they have sped onward to the 
haven which they seek. 

The eyes of some people are so formed, that, 
without a special kind of glass to look through,, 
they cannot see what is close to them, although 
objects at a distance are quite plain. We are all 
of us like them in looking at the kingdom of God 
within us. So close to us — in our very hearty '^^^ 
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yet many of us do not see it. If it should be so 
with you, you know what to do. Renlember the 
standing rule of the kingdom of heaven — ^''Ask, 
and ye shall have ; seek, and ye shall find." You 
have only to ask your Father to show you His 
love, and it will not be long before you find it, and 
learn to treasure it as above all else. 

As for the other pearls which you have found, 
you know you have paid nothing for them. They 
are all gifts to you, from out of the overflowing 
love of God, so that each one of them, if you will 
only let it, may be a reminder of that love, which, 
since it gave you them, must be itself worth more 
than they all are put together. You see, you are 
hedged in by this surpassing love of your Father ; 
in this kingdom of heaven you cannot move a step 
without a remembrance of your King. At your 
every-day meal, in your garden, when you walk 
through the country field or the city square, there 
is biefore each eye that will see, a picture of the 
kingdom of heaven, a message of love from the 
head-quarters of the King, a word of encourage- 
ment to be true and loyal. So with these pearls 
of yours — ^your friends, your health, your play- 
things, your successes at school, your prizes, — they 
may all help you to think more than ever of the 
pearl of great price, the love of the dear God, and 
to love it with your whole heart and soul. 

If you do tliat, then I think you will find out for 
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yourselves what to do with these lesser pearls. One 
of the greatest wonders of the love of God is, that 
it lets us take His own gifts and offer them to our 
Father as proofs of our love. Did you think that 
you had nothing to give by way of showing your 
love ; by way of saying "Thank you'* to Him for all 
the love He has shown to you ? You are mistaken, 
believe me. Every one of those pearls we have 
been talking of you may bring to Him. 

" How ? " do you ask } 

Do you never offer them to those you love on 
earth ? You are strong, active, able to run fast,^ — 
do you never ask others to let you run an errand 
for them ? You have brothers or sisters younger 
than yourself — have you never helped them with 
their lessons, or tried to make their play more 
joyous by joining in it } You have some money — 
did you never give some of it to help another? 
I am sure you have ; and just in the same way, you 
may make a string of your pearls, and offer them 
to that sweet, loving Father, who loves you ten 
thousand times more than all your friends can do. 

It will make your life one perpetual summer, if 
you do this. If when you have lessons to learn, 
you think to yourself, " My Father has given me 
this power to learn ; I will try and grow wise, that 
another day, I may help on the kingdom of heaven 
in the world ; " if when you are having pleasure and 
fun, you try to make others share it, because they^ 
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like you, are the brothers and sisters of Jesus ; if 
when you have money to spend, you think to 
yourself, " How can I give some of this to the dear 
God who gave it all to me ? " — then be sure, you are 
offering to Him the precious treasures of your life, 
and you may be certain, too, that He will accept 
them. And try if, by degrees, you cannot say to 
Him, " Dearest Father, here are all my treasures ; I 
love them, I don't know which I love the best : 
from Thy own sweet love I had them, and to Thee, 
if Thou wilt take them, I give them all." 

You have seen the regalia, I dare say, at the 
Tower of London. All the rich jewels of the queen 
and the nation are there. But in the world beyond 
the horizon there is a regalia, to which all on earth 
is as nothing. In the palace of the great King 
are stored myriads and myriads of such precious 
things, as would be too bright for you even to look at 
now. Every one of these pearls of yours, which you 
give to the King, will be stored there among His 
treasures ; there is not one single loving thought 
of yours to God, one single kind act done because 
you love Hiniy one single effort on your part to be 
wiser or better for His sake, but will find a place 
in the regalia of heaven, and (passing wonderful 
as it may seem) will adorn the crown of the great 
King in that day, when He shall be for a crown ol 
glory and for a diadem of beauty to His children 
for ever and ever. 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE DRAW NET, 

The sun is already high enough to be sparkling on 
the house-tops of Capernaum ; there is a ripple — 
and something more — on the deep blue waters of 
the lake, as the wind blows steadily from the desert 
towards the sea. The villages on the hill-side He 
in the full sunlight, which, playing on the white 
sand and pebble fringe of the water, makes them 
sparkle as though full of diamonds. Whiter than 
the sand, even, and more beautiful, is the cream- 
white curl of the waves, which come one after 
another to the shore ; each blue beauty, as it rises, 
glittering, all over, as though strewed with silver ; 
and, saying to the one behind, " Now see me," it 
tumbles itself over, drenching the sand, and throw- 
ing up to it some pretty shell. Over the other side 
of the lake, under the cliffs, there are still dark 
shadows, though you can make out the fishing- 
boats which have anchored there through the night, 
and are now spreading sail to make homeward 
to Bethsaida. 
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Some half-dozen men stand on the sand, pulling 
hard at the ropes which draw their large seine, or 
net, to shore. It is of great length, weighted at 
the bottom, to make it sink at once and keep 
steadily in its place, and made light at the top with 
cork, which thus stretches out the netting its full 
width. Very likely you have seen such nets being 
used at the sea-side. From each end long ropes 
are taken, and then quietly, but steadily, the net 
IS drawn inward, and the ends brought together, 
till at last every fish is enclosed in the meshes, and 
hauled up on the sands. 

The fishermen of Galilee have had good success 
this morning, for they have gathered of every 
kind, and are now gathering the good fish into 
their baskets, and throwing away what is uneatable 
or useless. 

And the King, true to His kind way of taking 
the common every-day scenes around Him as 
parables, through which we might learn something 
of God*s truth, told the story of these fishermen 
to the crowd who gathered round Him ; and then 
He added, " Even so is the kingdom of heaven." 

Along our English coasts, the fishermen very 
often draw in their nets filled with the best of fish. 
Herring and mackerel, as you know, go about in 
large parties or shoals, thousands at a time ; and to 
see the net pulled in with them, dancing and 
sparkling, and flashing their blue and green and 
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gold in the early sunshine, is one of the most 
beautiful sights that you can wish for. The whole 
population have been up, and on the look-out, from 
the first moment when the watchers on the cliff 
gave notice of the shoal of fish being ofif the land ; 
the men have put out to sea with the nets ; the 
women and children are getting ready tubs and 
baskets, and casks in which to preserve the fish ; 
and presently they come tumbling out of the nets 
on to the shore, by thousands. Every one is busy. 
Large numbers of the fish are packed off by train 
to different markets, and a still larger quantity are 
put in salt, and packed in barrels. Sometimes, 
indeed, the haul is so large that it is not possible 
to preserve all the fish ; but there need be no waste, 
for whatever is left over is of value as manure for 
the fields. 

In an inland lake like the sea of Galilee, there 
would not, of course, be these great shoals of fish, 
and the net which had been set all night would 
doubtless bring in various sorts, some of which 
would be thought worthless as food. That they 
might have been of use, I have no doubt; but 
these fishermen of Galilee do not seem to have 
known it, and so threw them away. 

This picture of the net is a companion to the 
one of the tares among the wheat, and if I were 
you, I would hang them close together in your 
memory, because the lesson of the two is in one 
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way the same. You remember, that in the kingdom 
of heaven as yet, it is not all peace and holiness 
and love. In the family of God on earth there 
are quarrels. Brothers and sisters fall out and 
fight, and horrible as it may seem to you, they 
pretend that the King is a party to their quarrels. 

I pray you, above all things, have nothing to do 
with such quarrels. That the King of love can 
find pleasure in them, must be a hateful, monstrous 
falsehood. He Himself offered one proof to the 
world, that they who followed Him had learnt His 
lessons, and that was, that they loved one another. 
When you grow older, you will find people who 
think differently to yourself about many things in 
the kingdom of heaven ; you will hear people asking 
(like the mother of James and John did) that the 
best places in the kingdom may be kept for them ; 
you will see men going out to fight the battle of 
the cross, with their own name, flaunted on the 
flag. I implore you, never to quarrel with such 
people, but let the sight of their want of love- keep 
you closer beside Christ ; and pray always for them^ 
*' Father, as Thou hast loved them, grant them to 
love one another." 

The less you have to do with the people who 
fight under their own names, and who look out for 
the best seats in the kingdom, the better for you. 
But though this be so, you must, above all things, 
take care that you do not say hard things about 
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them, or make yourselves little judges. You are 
not to sit down on the sands, and as the net is 
drawn in, choose out what you think to be good, and 
throw away what you think to be bad. 

You will make terrible mistakes if you do. What 
would have happened if the farmer had let his 
servants go into the field, and pull up the tares at 
their will ? Why, he might have lost half his corn. 
I have heard of some children sent out to pick 
mushrooms, coming back with what they called 
** much the prettier sort," and saying they had not 
stopped for "the common brown ones." But it 
was just the common brown ones that were the 
good mushrooms ; the brighter sort, of which they 
had thought the most, were poisonous. So it often 
is with us, when we try to judge of people ; we 
are very apt to think most of the least deserving, 
and to pass over or blame those who merit praise. 

It is for this reason that the King's last words 
about this story, although they are meant to startle 
us, are yet of exceeding comfort. He tells us, that 
when the ages have come to an end, when the 
last harvest is being gathered, it is not men, but 
His own chosen messengers who shall go through 
the kingdom of heaven, and gather from out of it 
all who are not worthy to be in it. Mark that He 
says, they shall gather out the wicked, not the 
good ; as if he would say that these shall be tfic 
exception f just as we may hope about the tares in 
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the field, that in the harvest time there were not 
nearly as many as the servants feared. 

We may well be thankful that the dear One will 
suffer no one but Himself to say who are worthy, 
and who are not, to be presented as His family 
from earth, to the all-good and merciful Father of 
Himself and us. A happy thing for us that there 
will be no man to judge us, but He who knows not 
only every wrong thing which we have done, but 
also every time we have been sorry ; who has heard 
our half-spoken promise to do better ; who has 
watched and watered the good seed in our heart ; 
and who has loved us with an everlasting love. Yes, 
He who has declared that by that same love He 
will draw all men to Him, is the One who shall 
send His angels from the one end of His kingdom 
to the other, and gather from out of it all who 
will not have Him for their King ! 

As for such — if it were possible that in that day 
there shall be any such — the words of Jesus are 
terrible words. I believe, as I have said, that like 
so many words of His, they were spoken on purpose 
to startle those who heard them, and to startle us 
who hear them to-day. I do not wish to make them 
out to you anything but terrible. The loving One 
could say terrible things to the so-called religious 
people of His day, who were shutting up the king- 
dom of heaven against men ; who would do any- 
thing to make a convert to their opinions, and then 



The Draw Net. 8/ 



let him grow ten times worse than he was before ; 
who took solemn oaths to do the right, and then, 
snakelike, wriggled out of the promise they had 
made ; who would not eat, save out of a cup which 
they had washed, but would not scruple to speak 
false, unholy, and unloving words. 

I want you to picture to yourself what awful 
anger with all such falseness and sham there must 
have been in the heart of the ever-loving, ever- 
patient Christ, before He could call such men 
" serpents, and a brood of vipers." The same voice, 
in sweet and winning tones, had bid the weary and 
heavy laden come unto Him and rest. Later on, 
when half choked by agony and humiliation for 
others, it was to breathe forth those words which 
have echoed from Gethsemane into every comer of 
the earth, " Father, not as I will, but as Thou wilt ; *' 
and once more, in the exhausting heartbrokenness 
of coming death, it was to plead for these very 
serpents, *' Father, forgive them, for they know not 
what they do." 

Can you think of any forgiveness, of any love, 
greater than that ? Think about it very often, for 
it is the only way in which you can come to know 
the love of God which passeth knowledge. There 
was not a single one among the crowd of cowardly 
Jews around the cross, but had he looked to heaven 
and murmured, " God have mercy on me a sinner," 
would have been folded to the arms of Christy and^ 
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with the full, overflowing forgiveness of the Father, 
would have come as a little child into the kingdom 
of heaven. As it was, they waited for the storm of 
wrath to burst over them. But a few years, and 
they were cast into a veritable furnace of fire, and 
throughout the city of their pride, there was weep- 
ing and wailing and gnashing of teeth. 

Yet I cannot doubt but that this last prayer of 
the dying Son of God, was heard in heaven and 
answered. Some day you can read of the horrors 
in the city of Jerusalem, when the ever-victorious 
army of Titus was reaping among the tares. The 
generation which had looked on Calvary had not 
passed away, and, as Christ had said, its judgment 
was at hand. Jerusalem became a very hell upon 
earth, and yet the words, " Father, forgive them, for 
they know not what they do," were sweeping as 
the tones of sweetest music through the arches of 
heaven. And who shall say how many of those 
who had been among the jeering throng of Calvary, 
may, in this their hour of deepest trouble, have 
turned to Him whom they had pierced, and prayed 
from their very heart the words which maybe they 
had laughed at on the blood-stained hill-side, 
^'Lord, remember me when Thou comest into Thy 
kingdom." 

That it was so, is, thank God, more than a guess 
or a hope ; for before the end of that age the good 
news was being fearlessly preached, that He who 
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had been slain was exalted as a Prince and a 
Saviour, for to give to His people repentance and 
the forgiveness of sins ; and to that message many 
had listened, and even from among the priests 
some had become obedient to the faith. 

My children, if those who put to death the dear 
Saviour of us all, and worse still, said to Him, 
*' Thou hast a devil and art mad ; thou castest out 
the devils by the prince of the devils," — if these 
found the love of God in Jesus to be too strong 
for them, if the Nazarene conquered them, we 
need never cease to hope for any one. And as 
you come to know more of the unknowable love 
of God, I cannot but think that your hope will 
grow the brighter. For the ocean of God's love 
beats on the hearts of men, with the same sure 
effect as the sea upon the rocks — so slowly that 
perhaps the lifetime of a man, ay, the lifetime of a 
whole nation, cannot mark the change ; but 
thousands of years pass away, and what was a 
promontory is a sandbank out at sea yonder, and 
a continent has broken up into a network of 
islands. 

But for all that, never forget the lesson, the awful 
lesson of this story, that in the end of this age, and 
of every other, there will be, there must be a ter- 
rible judgment upon all in the kingdom of heaven, 
who, of their own determinate will, shall be found 
playing traitor in the camp. 
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Beg your Father that in His wonderful love 
there may be none such, when the last of the ages 
has passed away and time is no longer. You 
yourself are in the kingdom of heaven, then never 
forget to pray for all in it as well as for yourself. 
Beg the good God that He would fetch home to 
His flock all who have wandered, that they may 
be one fold under one Shepherd ; that He would 
turn the hearts of the disobedient to the wisdom 
of the just ; and that at Christ's coming we may be 
found an acceptable people in His sight. 

If in that last great harvest day, when the final 
sifting of the kingdom comes, the reapers should go 
back with the glad news that there are no tares 
among the wheat ; if the angels, as they draw in 
the net on the heavenly shore, should start with joy 
to see that there is no one unworthy thing there ; 
if God, looking on this new creation of His, His 
family gathered by the sweet love of Christ, should 
say, as He did of His world aforetime, that it is 
very good — what will it be for you to be one of 
those, whose prayers and Christlike life have actually 
helped the Lord to thus see of the sorrow of His 
soul and to be satisfied ! what will it be for you to 
have been a fellow-worker with Him unto the 
kingdom of heaven ! 

The Jewish teachers said, that the world is saved 
by the breath of children. See, then, what a mighty 
power your Father has given you. 



CHAPTER X. 

THE LETTER AND THE SPIRIT. 

t country where there reigned a monarch who 
i his people, and felt that the King of kings 
made him ruler, not merely to make laws foif 
subjects, but that he might be to them as a 
*r, a terrible famine threatened the land* 
:e had been little rain ; the crops were withered 
yellow in many a village over the mountains ; 
peasants were growing pale and sad, as the 
pect of losing their little all came nearer and 
er, and the children began to cry for the food 
hich it seemed that there would soon be none, 
unately the famine was felt only in two pro- 
is of the empire, the one distant from the 
r, but yet its near neighbour in trouble. When 
; reached the king, he despatched two officers 
an abundance of corn, and strict orders that 
aries should be opened for his people till such 
as the famine had passed away, 
le first officer started in a vessel for the 
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province to which he was bound, and, on his arrival, 
landed the corn, making proclamation that any of 
the people who were in want could have from him 
a supply whenever necessary. Crowds of noisy 
mendicants from the town, who were accustomed 
to do nothing for their living, soon found out the 
granary, and besieged it every day, taking with 
them the supplies which were freely given. But 
the vast number of the people who lived beyond 
the mountains, in the villages scattered on the hill- 
sides, never even heard of the help which had been 
sent them, for the governor did not trouble himself 
to send messengers over the long and dangerous 
roads. And so, growing weaker and weaker them- 
selves, they saw their children droop and die one 
after another, while in the city on the coast» the 
very beggars rolled in plenty and hurrahed the 
new governor whenever he drove through the city 
or appeared on the balcony of his palace to receive 
their acclamations. 

In the country to which the second officer was 
sent, the population was very scattered. Wide 
rivers separated one district from another, and 
steep mountain ranges kept village stranger to 
village. There was misery and want everywhere, 
and the new governor, although at first half heart- 
broken with the sad stories reaching him, deter- 
mined to do his very utmost in carrying out the 
wishes of the king, his master. 
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So he sent messengers throughout the whole 
province, to cheer the sufferers with news that help 
would soon reach them. And then, collecting the 
gfreatest possible number of mules, he sent to each 
village a supply of grain, storing it under the 
charge of the head magistrate, with orders that 
enough and no more was to be distributed to save 
life, and that all who could work were to assist in 
improving the roads, thus making it easier to bring 
fresh supplies from the coast should the famine 
continue. The men worked with a will, and 
although none had more than enough to keep them 
in health they were contented and cheerful. The 
governor gave himself no rest, moving from one 
part of the country to another, to make sure of his 
orders being carried out. Not one grain of com 
would he suffer to be wasted, so that he was able 
not only to feed the people during the famine 
time, but to supply grain to replant the land. In 
this way the lives of the people were saved, while 
the danger of another famine was done away with, 
because so many roads were made that the 
villages were brought within reach of each other 
and of the city. Next spring time saw the valleys 
and hill-sides smiling with the heavy crops for 
which by the governor's good management pro- 
vision had been made . 

Now, the first of these governors carried out the 
letter of his king's orders, that is to saY> lv<^ to^^Vu 
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the com as he was bid, and gave it away ; but the 
second governor acted on the spirit of his instruc- 
tions. Both were bidden to distribute the grain. 
But for what purpose ? Why, that the lives of the 
people might be saved. And both did as they 
were bidden ; but in the one case the king's purpose 
was fully carried out, and in the other, it was 
miserably defeated. The corn was given away, but 
tlie people died. 

Here you see are the two ways in which you 
may carry out the will and the wishes of your 
King ; the first being much the easier, and in the 
time of Christ the fashionable way of doing it. It 
IS fashionable now, and popular — popular because 
it is so much the easier way of the two, and it 
brings people credit in the world 

" Love your neighbour as yourself" is one of our 
King's loving and gracious orders; and oh, how 
vastly easier to love Him by subscribing to a 
society, than by troubling yourself to go into all 
the details of distress of some one whom you know ; 
guiding him with your advice about his difficulties ; 
sending him the aid which he wants, in such a way 
as that no one but your Father in heaven may 
know from whence it came ; giving him your 
sympathy^ a thing for which there is not much room 
in societies — I mean, letting him feel that all you 
do for him is done as by one brother towards 
another, because to him you would fain take the 
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place which the Elder Brother of you both would 
have taken, were He now upon the earth ! 

" Confess Me before men," says our dear Master 
and Lord. How easy to do it, by being regularly 
in the same place at church; by carrying books 
about with crosses or bindings, which make no 
doubt as to what we have with us ; to be bus- 
tling in parish work, school work, society work, guild 
work, and the like : and how difficult — ah, the 
dear God Himself only knows how difficult — to 
confess Him, not in the letter, but in the spirit, by 
making our life the copy of His Christ's, till, without 
knowing it, we are like a city set on a hill, like a 
lamp which cannot be hid ! How difficult to live 
the life of Christ ! And yet, my darlings, that life 
is the copy set us, the only perfect copy which we 
have before us now, or ever can have. 

Never be you discouraged because it is so hard 
to copy ; and I pray you, as you would not have 
the soft tones of the love of Christ change into 
words of holy anger, ay, almost of wrathful de- 
rision, let nothing on earth indti.ce you to be satisfied 
with the fashionable way of doing God^s will ; do 
not take the worlds s photdgraph of JesuSy and copy 
it instead of Himself. 

But I ttiust make myself clear to you. Don't 
imagine that, because it is possible to act on the 
letter of God*s will, without doing it in the spirit 
• — that is, doing it as He would have it done, — 
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that therefore such acts as must of necessity be 
seen of men, such as church-going, parish work, 
and so on, are to be neglected. That cannot be, 
because in trying to follow Jesus you will try in 
everything to do as He did ; you will be with Him 
in the crowd and the temple, no less than in the 
desert and the quiet garden; wherever there is 
work to be done for God you will be ready to help 
in doing it. But why ? for what reason ? In the 
answer to that question is everything. 

If the good seed of the kingdom has taken root, 
and is springing up in your heart ; if the leaven is 
working there silently, and the love of God is filling 
your soul, spite of all temptations from your mortal 
nature ; if the hidden treasure be yours ; if you 
have the pearl which is above all price and are 
cherishing it, — then it cannot fail, but the kingdom 
of heaven within you will presently make itself 
seen, just as the mustard seed did. I mean that 
the outward practices of religion, as they are called, 
— going to church, and taking part in the work of the 
church, — ^will come to you of their own accord, will 
be quite natural, just as is your outward conduct to 
those you love at home. It will no more occur to 
you to think what people say about your doing 
these things, than it would as to what they might 
think of your climbing on your father's knee, or 
resting your head on your mother's shoulder. 

If the service which you do for your Father in 
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heaven, for no other reason than that you love Him 
so dearly, be seen of men, then it will be but 
because all who faithfully work for Him must needs 
be, as Jesus said, like a city set on a hill ; and who 
knows how many poor wanderers out on the desert 
may be guided by the light which comes from you, 
to the long-lost home of their Father's love ? 

But it is possible for you to do what is seeming 
service in God's kingdom — God in His mercy forbid 
that it should be so with any one of you ! — it is 
possible for people to go to church, to assist in all 
sorts of good work, and give a great deal of money 
to what is called charity, and do it all because it is 
fashionable and easy and pleasant to be religious 
as the world calls being religious. 

You must not wonder if to such pei-sons (and in 
the time of our Lord, there were many such in the 
unholy " Holy Land") the King used words, not 
merely of anger, but, as it seems to me, of biting 
scorn. 

Some of the crowds who gathered round the 
Teacher, were professing to be themselves the 
teachers of the multitude ; but, if you can believe 
it, they were actually setting up falsehood, deceit, 
and jugglery as the entrance into the kingdom. 
There was scarcely a law which they professed to 
honour, but they planned an escape from, while 
appearing to observe it. The solemn duties that 
Moses had bid them observe, duties to their 

H 
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parents, duties in respect of the Sabbath and other 
matters, they managed to escape from altogether, 
by tricks worthy only of a third-rate conjuror. 
They were sanctimonious before men, but as for 
the love of God they set it at nought and cast it 
from them ; they gave money to rebuild the tombs 
of the old prophets whom their forefathers had 
killed, but they sought for the blood of any one 
who came in the name of God, to denounce their 
own wickedness. 

Picture to yourselves such people in the presence 
of Him who knew the very thoughts of their heart, 
and then see His flashing eye, and watch His lip 
curl, as He tells them this short parable : — 

"Not that which goeth into a man defileth a 
man, but that which cometh out of a man, that 
defileth a man." 

These hypocrites had been complaining that the 
disciples had broken the law of Moses, because 
they had eaten without first washing their hands, 
and as the Christ saw through their heart the cloud 
gathered on His face, and His anger and satire 
broke forth upon them : — 

" Blind leaders of the blind, straining at a gnat 
but swallowing a camel ! — pretending to make clean 
the hands which are seen of men, but leaving the 
heart black with every sin ; sticklers for every 
practice of your fathers, and yet caring nothing 
for love and mercy and truth, which are the end 
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of the law. Fill up the measure of your fatherr. 
You and those who follow you shall fall together, 
receiving the condemnation which you have chosen 
for yourselves." 

I am anxious that you should very clearly under- 
stand that there was one class of persons for whom 
Christ had — I was almost going to say — no mercy. 

To all who amid the most terrible sins, were yet 
longing for a pardon which they knew not where to 
seek; who, far from home and from the Father 
whom they had lost, were still sighing for a sight 
of even only the outside of that home, and pant- 
ing for the assurance, "Thy sins are forgiven thee;" 
to all who, however great their sin, however long 
they had been wandering in the cold, dark, stormy 
night, felt that they could be happy if they could 
but reach the portal of home and die there ; — to all 
such, the sweetness and the love of Christ were 
overflowing. But for those who, while they cared 
not one straw for God's will, made pretence of 
doing Him outward homage, that they might win 
the applause of the people ; for those whose religion 
was a sham, and whose life was a lie, Jesus had no 
words save those of anger. 

How could it be otherwise } For the Father of 
whom He came to tell, is the Father of truth, no 
less than the God of love. And it was not, I pray 
you to remember, that these persons of whom we 
are speaking, were merely outraging the Iqm^ -asA 
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the truth of God, but they took a pride in doing it; 
it was not that the Saviour did not weary to bring 
them home to His Father, but they declared theyf 
ii'ould not come. They made wrong right ; they chose 
darkness rather than light; they bid the Son of 
God begone, for they would have none of Him or 
His Father. 

And now I think you will be able to see the 
meaning of something which St. Paul once said to 
some converts of his at Galatia : " The letter killeth, 
but the spirit giveth life." Just think of that 
famine, and how the two governors carried out 
their orders about it. Did not the one who carried 
out only the letter of the king^s instructions, cause 
death ; and the other who worked out honestly the 
spirit of his orders, bring life with him } Were not 
these Jews, who, while pretending to honour God, 
broke His commandments, bringing death upon 
themselves ; shutting themselves off from the life of 
God, which in Christ they might have shared ? 

When you speak of your life, of what do you 
think } Is it not the home where you are happy, 
the companionship of friends, the knowledge, the 
society of your father and mother and those you 
love .? Suppose you were in prison for life, what 
would your life be worth to you ? 

And what can. life be worth to us, in the world 
which lies the other side of the horizon, if it be not 
a life in the home of our Father, in the fellowship 
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of those we love ; a life in which we shall be near 
to and see the loved One who is there now, prepar- 
ing our place ; a life in which we shall have the 
power to tell our Father how thankful we are to 
Him, and how dearly we love Him, for making our 
home in the celestial city. My dear ones, if it 
could be that we were to come there, and, looking 
through the gates of pearl into the golden streets, 
were to be told, " Depart, I know you not," I tell 
you that we should turn away with the feeling that 
life was no longer worth the having, and we should 
have but one prayer — that, if it were possible, we 
might die for ever. 

Those gates are ever open to all who try and 
carry out the spirit of the King's instructions; and I 
think now, that you know what is the meaning of 
that ; and I am sure that your mind will be made 
up to have nothing to do with make-believe, pre- 
tence, and sham in religion. Pray God to make 
you true and sincere. And if you would be so, see 
that this kingdom of heaven has the rule over your 
heart, and conquers the temptation to make-believe 
which comes from your animal nature, which so likes 
to be well thought of by others. Do not stop to 
talk with temptations of the sort, but fly into your 
castle of the love of God. Think of all He has 
done for you, listen for the voice of the blessed 
One who died for you, and I promise you you will 
soon forget about other people and will care nothing 
for what they may think or say. 
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The one only thing you need to care about is, 
what will your Father in Heaven say and think. 
You are ever close beside Him ; there is no single 
instant, day or night, when your thoughts do not 
He open to Him, as the flowers in the meadow to 
the blue heavens above them. What folly, then, 
what madness it would be, to play at pretending that 
He cannot see ! 

And you shall see Him, if you will only be as 
Christ bids you be, and as He will help you to be — 
pure in heart ; that is, simple, sincere, honest and 
true. Pray Him, whenever you have a thought of 
Him, that you may love Him more, for the love of 
Him is the beginning and the end of all goodness. 

If you only love Him, then everything which you 
do for Him, will come just as naturally as the blos- 
som comes forth from the tree in spring time ; and 
in the sunlight of His love the fruit will follow and 
ripen, till of God's mercy it becomes a golden glory 
beside the river of the water of life, when the pearly 
gates have opened to you, and when through the 
grace of the almighty, all-merciful, all-loving One, 
you, made pure in heart, shall have seen your 
God. 



CHAPTER XL 

THE UNMERCIFUL SERVANT. 

The King", who had come in from one of His long 
walks, was resting in the house at Capernaum. 
His friends were with Him, and, in a quiet, playful 
sort of way, He asked them of what they had been 
disputing on the way home. He had overheard 
them, and knew very well. They had been talking 
as children sometimes talk, and I think there must 
have been on the dear Lord's face a look of amuse- 
ment at their bewilderment when He asked them, 
" What have you been disputing about ? " and still 
no answer. 

" I shall be first in the kingdom," one had said 
to the other. "No, indeed," answered his friend. 
" I have given up more for the Teacher than you 
have. You may be second, if you like, but I shall 
be first." So the talk had gone on, and, in their 
earnestness, they had forgotten that Jesus was but 
just in front of them, listening, with half sad, half 
amused expression, to their wishes and plans of 
greatness. 
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How lovingly He made all plain to them! 
Calling one of the little children who, you may be 
sure, always tried to get into the room where He 
was, He took him on His lap and said to them, 
" Here is the greatest one among you, because he is 
the least;'' and He went on to tell His dear ones 
that, if they desired to be great in the kingdom, 
they could become so only by taking the best 
qualities of little children for their guide ; by being 
simple, true, and loving ; always ready to make up 
their quarrels, and to forget them. 

Peter thought over what had been said, and very 
soon came to the Master with a question. He was 
a warm-hearted man — impetuous. He did and 
said things without thinking much about them, and 
so often made great mistakes. He had heard how, 
if they would be true men in the kingdom, they 
must forgive and forget, and he seems to have had 
a sort of idea that he was showing how well he had 
learnt the lesson; so he asks Jesus: "Lord, how 
often shall my brother sin against me, and I forgive 
him ? till seven times ? " 

That was much oftener than would have been 
thought necessary by some of the make-believe 
teachers among his countrymen, and probably he 
thought that he should be doing wonders if he 
forgave a man seven times. 

Peter must have been surprised and disappointed 
with the answer he got — disappointed, because it 
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looks as if he had been, as we should say, showing 
off his forgiving spirit, and expecting praise. The 
answer was a great rebuff, for it showed him and 
the others that, whereas he had fancied he had 
thoroughly learnt the lessons of his Teacher, he was 
in reality only just beginning them. He was like 
a child who should think that he could read a book, 
when, in truth, he hardly knew his letters. 

Don't have a light thought or an unkind thought 
of St. Peter because he was thus self-confident, or 
perhaps conceited, as we should call it. He died 
for his Master : what have you done for Him } 

But listen to, and understand, the answer which 
Jesus made to him in parable. 

There was a king who came to reckon with his 
servants, to make up his accounts with the officers 
who served him, some of whom were, no doubt, 
collectors of his revenue ; that is, got in from his 
subjects the various sums that were due. Amongst 
these officers was one who perhaps rented lands 
of the king, but who, at any rate, was in some very 
large business from which money was due to the 
crown, for he owed no less a sum than ten thousand 
talents, a sum simply immense, and which it was 
an utter impossibility he could pay. 

Ah, but the laws were very cruel in those days, 
for those who owed and could not pay. Not so 
many years ago, here, in England, persons who, 
from misfortune, were not able to ^^.^f \i\s:vt ^'^^cJ^^ 
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were imprisoned; but in olden time, and in the East, 
it went much harder with debtors than that. Pay 
the ten thousand talents the man could not, and 
the laws of the country gave to the king the power 
to order the sale of everything the man possessed 
in the world ; yes, everything — houses, lands, and, 
worse — far worse, wife, children, and himself. So 
there would be nothing left them but the hope that 
death might soon come as their deliverer from 
captivity, for other deliverer seemed there none. 

Bad enough, was it not, to be sold himself for 
a slave — never again to see the loved ones, not 
even once, in the days to come ; to miss the laughter 
of his children for ever, and the press of their little 
lips against his cheek ? But, ah ! how miserably sad 
to know that, at the same time his wife was to be 
dealt with in an equally hard manner ; that his 
children were to be brought up to weary and sink 
under their burdens, or to be reserved for some 
fate still worse ! 

What wonder that he should fall on his knees 
before his sovereign. Knowing that his case was 
hopeless, he still hoped . against hope : " Have 
patience with me, lord, and I will pay thee all." 

And the king's heart was touched. He, best of 

all, knew how impossible it was for his servant 

to pay what he owed ; and, in a right royal, free, 

generous way, he forgave him all that debt, loosed 

him from his bonds, and the man went out from 
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his presence with a new life before him, in the 
happiness of home and the society of those he 
loved. But a few minutes before, the world was 
black as night; now it was all sunshine, and 
the brightness might well-nigh bewilder him. 
Perhaps his wife and children had been waiting 
outside the palace to know their fate ; and, instead 
of being dragged away to slavery, they found 
themselves clasped in the arms of husband and 
father, whose heart, you would say, must be welling 
over with the goodness and graciousness which had 
been shown him. 

What happened ? 

This same man, just released from a punishment 
worse than death, met in the way a fellow-servant 
who owed him a trifling sum — a hundred pence. 
No doubt, with the memory of his own happy 
release, he will say to him at once, " I have been 
freed from my fearful debt to the king, so now say 
nothing more about the few pence you owe me." 
Instead of this, he seizes the man by the throat, and 
demands that the debt shall be paid. 

The unfortunate debtor, knowing how hard the 
laws are, and never doubting that in a little time 
he will be able to repay what he. had borrowed, 
falls down before the other who has so mercilessly 
attacked him, and pleads with him, even as that 
one had pleaded with the king — " Have patience 
with me, and I will pay thee all." 
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But the servant, who himself had been just for- 
given, would not forgive, and he went and cast the 
debtor into prison till he should pay the . debt. 
Hard-hearted, cruel, pitiless, was he not ? 

And no wonder that, when others who were also 
in the king's household saw this piece of cruelty, 
they were very sorry, and came and told unto their 
lord all that was done. 

Then the king sent for this much-forgiven one, 
who, very likely, did not know what had been 
happening. Perhaps he thought he was going to 
receive another mark of the king's favour. Fancy 
how the first words which met him must have struck 
terror into his heart ! *' Thou wicked servant ! I 
forgave thee all that debt because thou desiredst 
me, and shouldest not thou also have had com- 
passion on- thy fellow-servant, even as I had pity 
on thee i " 

The man stood there, self-Judged^ self^on- 
demned. .There was nothing to be said in reply. 
His own act of heartlessness and want of forgiveness 
was the judge that was condemning him, and he 
knew it. He could not plead that the king was 
harsh and unjust, for had he not but just now 
freed him from slavery, out of free love and 
graciousness .^ He could not excuse himself by 
saying that he was pressed for this miserable little 
sum for which he had imprisoned his fellow-servant, 
for the king's royal pardon must have relieved him 
•^om any want of a few pexvce. 
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No ; he was speechless. The sword was falling 
on his head, and he knew that he, and no one but 
he, had cut the thread which had kept it from 
falling." And his lord was wroth, and delivered 
him to the tormentors — for in those days torture 
was permittjsd to be practised on prisoners — till he 
should pay all that was due. 

In that ghastly torture-chamber we must leave 
the man, with no one ray of hope for his future, 
save as it might reach him from out of the royal 
grace and pity of the king. 

We cannot help but leave him, for the next words 
of the Teacher startle us out of thinking about him. 

" So likewise shall My heavenly Father do also 
unto you, if ye from your hearts forgive not every 
one his brother their trespasses. Seven times do 
you offer to forgive } I say not unto you until 
sevei> times, but until seventy times seven ; ay, if 
seventy times seven times in a day your brother 
sin against you, and turn again and say, * I repent," 
until seventy times seven shall you forgive him." 

Is it easy.^ Have you ever forgiven any one 
four hundred and ninety times in one day ; or in a 
week or a month, or in your whole life ? You say, 
" no one has ever trespassed against me so many 
times.'' Suppose they had, would you have gone on 
forgiving up to the hundreds or even the fifties > 
Would you not have lost patience before you had 
finished the tens } Do you think you could ^ -^^ 



no The Unmerciful Servant. 

far as St. Peter was ready to go, up to seven times 
— I mean, in one day ? Would you not say, " Oh, it 
IS no good to forgive him, because he is sure to do 
it again.*' 

I doubt, my children, if there be any one living 
who does not say that sometimes, or ^ct it ; and 
that is why it is, that to forgive as Christ would 
have us forgive, is about the hardest thing we have 
to do. 

I know, well enough, that if some one who has 
wronged us, comes with an expression of sorrow and 
a promise not to repeat his wrong, most of us are 
ready to say, we forgive him. Indeed, we find an 
actual pleasure in doing so ; it puts us in the right, 
and we cannot help feeling that we have got the 
best of it. There are persons, mean, dastardly and 
sneaking, like this seiVant of whom the Lord tells, 
who will not forgive even a trifling debt, and 
seem glad of a chance of wreaking their vengeance 
on any one who has wronged them. I am not 
speaking now of such ; verily they have their reward 
I am speaking of you and of myself, and I say we 
are ready enough to grant a forgiveness that brings 
us nothing but advantage. To have what is called 
a generous, forgiving spirit, is in itself a reward. 
People like it, and those who have it are favourites. 
To fight and make it up is one of the good qualities 
of Englishmen, and I hope you will be true to your 
birthright. Don't, in your play, or at lessons, ever 



The Unmerciful Servants lii 

get sulky with one another ; and if you have quarrels, 
and you are sure to have them sometimes, well, be 
as quick to forgive as you are to quarrel. Don't go 
to bed saying of anybody, " Well, 1*11 pay him out 
for that," but be the first, when there has been a 
difference, to say, " Let us make it up ; " and then, 
depend upon it, your sleep will be the better and 
your dreams the brighter. 

This frank open-heartedness is, then, good in 
itself, and sure to bring its own reward ; but. it 
is a very different thing from what the Teacher 
is wishing us to see in this parable. 

For however open-hearted and generous a person 
may be, mere good disposition will not probably 
take him even as far as St. Peter's good intention 
would have taken him — ^to forgiving his brother up 
to seven times, — it never will and never can make 
him ready to carry out this command of the dear 
Saviour, " Forgive up to seventy times seven." 

Only think for a moment, and you will agree 
that it must be so. Just for the sake of seeing in 
some sort what it means to forgive thus, go over in 
your minds the numbers given by Christ — not that 
they in themselves mean anything specially, but 
they will help you to come at His meaning. 

Seventy times seven, that is four hundred and 
ninety times a day, is this forgiveness demanded of 
us. Suppose that twelve hours out of the day we 
were in company with others, and so running the 
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risk of our brother offending and turning again to 
us, we should have to forgive forty times each hour, 
or once in each minute and a third of a minute. I 
know, and you know, that it would be an impossible 
thing for us to do it in that way. 

And yet we are bidden to do it, and told, more- 
over, that if we do it not, our Father which is in 
heaven will not forgive us. 

Can it be that the dear Christ was for once hard 
upon us, unreasonable } 

There are people who have said that He was. 
They have gone over these figures and pointed out 
what they are pleased to call the absurdity of the 
command, just as they have said of that other " hard 
saying " of the Teacher, "If any man take your 
cloak, forbid him not to take your coat also ; if any 
man compel you to go with him one mile, go with 
him two," that the order is a foolish one, and that 
if it were acted on, there would be no peace in the 
world. They have gone so far as to say, that the 
Son of the Most Highest was a dreamer, having 
very pretty fancies, but that He was no real guide 
for men, because He bid them do what they never 
could do. You will come across such persons when 
you grow older, or you may meet with such sayings 
in their books, and when it is so, do not, I beg of 
you, say as the disciples said when the villagers of 
Samaria would not give their Master a night*s 
lodging — " Shall we command fire to come down 
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from heaven and consume them ? " but use the 
words of Him, who that night was turned away 
weary and faint from the door, "Father, forgive 
them, for they know not what they do." 

Your love for Jesus, will not, I dare say, let you 
think for a moment that such persons as I speak of 
can be right in what they say. But I want you to 
see for yourselves, to be sure that you know why 
they are wrong. 

Remember how it was that our Lord used 
parables in His teaching. First, because He knew 
that the multitude were more likely to listen to and 
remember a story than a sermon ; and/(7r this other 
reason^ that He had to make clear to men the things 
of God. He was trying to let men understand in 
some dim way what God was, and what they as 
His children, as the brothers and sisters of Jesus, 
must be. 

Now, what He was anxious that His friends 
should understand at this time was, that, as it is 
said in one of the Collects, The nature and 
property of God^ is always to have mercy and to for- 
give. The life and death of Jesus was the setting 
forth, the making plain to the world, this truth. 
His daily life was one continual act of forgiveness. 
He not only forgave His enemies when they asked 
Him, but He was always forgiving them, whether 
they asked Him or no. You can repeat His last 
words on the cross, " Father, forgive them ; " — ^well, 

I 
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that was a prayer which was always in His heart if 
not on His lips. He came into the world with the 
spirit of forgiveness. He had forgiven before the 
v/rong was done, or why did He ever come at all ? 

For He was not as one of the old prophets, 
having a message from God and nothing more. 
He Himself was the message. When you say that 
Christ lived and died for men, you say, in other 
words, " God is love." And so, with Jesus it was no 
question of how often an offence had been com- 
mitted. I mean that to Him, and to us, the number 
seventy times seven might be just as well seven 
hundred times seven, because what He was trying 
to show us about the Father, was that He is for- 
giveness itself that He is for ever forgiving; and 
what He wants us to be certain of is, that if we 
would be forgiven, we too must live in this same 
spirit of forgiveness, must be always waiting to 
forgive, having our mind made up to forgive, even 
before any wrong has been done us. 

This is no impossibility, though, as I have told 
you, it is a very hard thing to do. You under- 
stand what it means to live in a loving spirit, to 
be ever ready to do kind things, though there may 
not be for the moment any chance of doing them. 
So with this spirit of forgiveness : we may have it, 
even though, for a whole day, there may be no 
reason for our specially forgiving any one. 

I say confidently to you, that it is no impos- 
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sibility thus to be ready to forgive, if need be, 
seventy times seven in a day, because you have 
in your heart the good spirit of your Father, the 
love of God, the leaven which, if you will only let 
it, will work till your life becomes like the life of 
Christ — a life of self-sacrificing, loving forgiveness. 

And let these words of our Brother ring ever 
in your hearts, " If you forgive not men their tres- 
passes, neither will your Father which is in heaven 
forgive your trespasses." Some of the most solemn 
words on our lips are words which we most of us 
say more than once a day, " Forgive us our tres- 
passes, as we forgive them that trespass against us." 
Do you ever stop to think of what they mean > 
Do you really desire that God should forgive 
you, only as you forgive.? Have you forgiven 
every one that has ever done you wrong, as fully 
and freely as the king forgave his servant t If 
you have not, then you are positively praying God 
not to forgive you, because you ask Him to do as 
you have done. Suppose the man who took his 
fellow-servant by the throat had begged the King 
to deal with him in the same way ! Yet, are there 
none of us who do this very thing } Is there never 
a wrong done us, which is unforgiven when we 
kneel down at night, never a positive intention to 
" pay some one out," as we say } If that should be 
so, think how the angels shudder, and the heart of 
our Father saddens, as this prayer sounds t}\t<2>v\^ 
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the courts of the celestial city : " Forgive us 
our trespasses, as we forgive them that trespass 
against us. I have a grudge against that friend of 
mine, he shall be no more my friend. If I can, I 
will take him by the throat and make him pay for 
having wounded my pride, for having teased, or 
struck me ; I will give him as good as he has given 
me, if I am able. Forgive me, O Father, in the 
same way as I have forgiven him ! " 

Is not such a prayer an awful thing, too dreadful 
to listen to } Awful and dreadful, beyond what 
any words can make plain, because the prayer will 
be heard and answered. 

How } 

You know where we left the mean, miserable 
wretch who had so shamefully treated his brother 
— he was in prison till he should pay all that was 
due ; and from this story, there can be no manner 
of doubt that, for those who forgive not their 
brethren, there is no forgiveness of God. 

There is none ; there can be none. Not because God 
is as one of us, keeping back His forgiveness just from 
the same unkind spirit which we ourselves show. 
You know that it cannot be so ; He has forgiven 
you. He has given you His blessed Spirit, with 
the longing to be like Him and to see Him. It is 
you who are unforgiving, who are determined to 
punish yourselves ; because, whenever you suffer 
unkind thoughts of others, much more thoughts of 



The Unmerciful Servant, Wj 

revenge, to stay in your hearts, you are, by your 
own will, driving away from you the loving Spirit 
of God. You set Him at defiance. You make 
use of the power which as a child of His you 
possess, to choose the wrong path instead of the 
right, and the one, moreover, which you know to 
be wrong. And then, by-and-by, you may come 
to maintain, ay, alas! perhaps to believe, that 
the way you have chosen is the right way ; you 
may declare that darkness is light, and that good 
is evil. 

If ever it were to be so with any of you, then, I 
say, solemnly, that the dear God Himself could not 
forgive you ; and, indeed, where would be the use 
of forgiving you one sin of anger, if you were left 
still, by your own choice, the slave of revenge and 
every cruel thought and purpose t 

"Forgive, and ye shall be forgiven," is a law 
of the kingdom of heaven, and, like all the King's 
laws, tells not of a cruel will, but of a wise 
purpose. Forgiveness of our sins follows on our 
entreaty to be pardoned, because, without our 
desire to be pardoned, forgiveness would leave us 
no better than we were before. Our asking for 
pardon springs out of the feeling that we have 
wronged the One who has loved us, and then His 
full, free, kingly forgiveness wakens in our heart a 
fresh surprise at the great love wherewith He 
hath loved us, with new resolves ^.oYon^'S^Cyc^ -ass.^ 
to be truer to Him, 
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The forgiveness of God, if we will but put out 
our hand and grasp it, is the greatest power in this 
world or any other, " Because she hath been 
forgiven much, she loveth much," said Jesus, of one 
whose sins had been loathsome. What, and can 
you, little ones, who have been forgiven all your 
sins for His great love's sake, do anything but love 
Him who has so loved you ? Will you, by any one 
act of unforgiveness, set His love at defiance, and 
try and stamp out from your heart the image of 
the King ? Will you root up the seed which He 
has planted ; destroy the leaven that He has set 
working in your heart ; throw away from you the 
precious pearl which He has given you without 
money and without price ? 

You cannot all at once get the mastery over an 
unforgiving temper if you should have let it get 
hold of you ; but, believe me, as certainly as you 
read these words, you can conquer it in time, and 
for all who conquer, there is the crown, and a white 
robe and palm branch. 

The words of Christ you have just heard, are the 
watchword of victory in the struggle — " Because she 
hath been forgiven much, she loveth much." Never 
let the day pass without your calling to mind that 
all the debt which you owed the great King, has 
been freely forgiven out of the fulness of His love ; 
recall the many proofs of His love — all that you 
have, and all that is bright atowwd ^^ow \ ijray Him 
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day and night that you may love Him more, and 
I promise you that before long, you will find it 
easier to forgive, without, perhaps, your knowing 
why, till little by little it will become, as you 
say, natural for you to forgive ; you will cease to 
take offence as you used to ; to get out of temper 
as you did at one time ; and whenever the evil 
spirit gets the mastery of you — and never lose 
heart because it often does— let the words come 
back to you, "Oughtest not thou to have com- 
passion on thy fellow-servant, even as I had pity on 
thee?" They are the words, mind you, of One 
who is longing to forgive, if you will but pray, 
*' Lord, have patience with me." 

His patience knows no end, so that if you should 
sin in a day seventy times seven. He will still be 
waiting on His royal throne, waiting to forgive 
whenever and wherever you ask Him. Let me 
entreat of you, one and all, never to forget this in 
the days that are coming. Let no one, let nothing 
tempt you ever to the dark thought that you have 
sinned too much to be forgiven. You cannot weary 
out God' s patience ; you cannot 'owe Him so much 
but that He will set you free with one right royal 
word, the moment you are at His feet with your 
prayer for pardon. 

Oh, think of that, and then tell me, can you be 
unforgiving } Remember the gentle One who is 
your pattern and model, thtow^\v \^Vv.o\s\. •2ikQ.\N&'^^'^ 
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have known this surpassing graciousness of our 
Father ; and when you listen to the words of loving 
forgiveness from the cross, can you refuse to for- 
give, if need be, not until seven times, but until 
seventy times seven ? 



CHAPTER XII. 

THE SEED THAT GREW IN SECRET. 

There is yet another lesson for us about the 
kingdom of heaven, in this short story which we 
find in one only of the three books which are 
called after the names of SS. Matthew, Mark, and 
Luke. 

It is seed, which again is taken to teach us a very 
important fact about the kingdom. Listen : — 

The husbandman casts the seed into the ground, 
and leaves it, having other work to do ; and he 
sleeps and rises again, and goes on with his daily 
tasks ; and all the time, the seed is starting into 
life, and soon springs above ground, growing and 
ripening till the harvest time. 

You know that it is so ; you have planted seed 
yourself, and perhaps forgotten about it, but in due 
time it appears above ground, for God has sent the 
rain and sunshine, and, by-and-by, you gather the 
flower or the fruit, which, without your meddling 
with it, has blossomed and ripened in the golden 
light of summer and autumn. 

To that seed, says Christ, we may likea tlxa 
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kingdom of heaven ; that is to say, the kingdom 
of heaven resembles it in something; and Jesus 
talks so simply to His little ones, that I am sure if 
you think a moment, and recall what we have learnt 
about the kingdom already, you will not be long 
in seeing the meaning here. 

We have spoken often of the parables, as so many 
pictures. Now suppose that instead of reading this 
short story, you were shown two pictures, — the 
one of a man scattering seed in a field, and the 
other of the same field with a crop of ripe corn 
smiling over it, a part being already reaped, — and 
you were asked, " What can you tell me about this 
seed ? " Mind you, in the first picture there is the 
man sowing, but in the second, there is no one in 
the field. The golden ears of wheat bow to each 
other and dance, as the breeze ripples across them, 
but beyond that there is nothing, only ripe grain 
and the beginning of a harvest. There, in the first, 
is the seed being covered up in the earth ; and 
here, in the second, you see what has come of it. 

What do you think about this seed ? What can 
you tell about it } You say, it has grown of itself, 
or that the sun and the rain and the warm earth 
made it spring and come to full beauty. 

There, then, you have the explanation of Christ's 
story. 

You have learnt, from the story of the mustard 
seed, how tYio. kingdom of lve^.vctv makes itself 
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known and felt in the wide world, how great and 
mighty a thing it is, though its divine beauty has 
been so injured by men. In the picture of the 
leaven, you saw how the kingdom of heaven 
within you, would, if only you allowed it, spread 
wider and deeper, struggling with all that was 
animal in your nature, until it had become changed. 
When you read of the priceless pearl, you felt the 
surpassing value of the kingdom. 

You must have been sure, that this kingdom, so 
often pictured to you as seed, was not, at any rate, 
yourself, it came to you from without. The leaven 
made it plain, that it was something against which 
there would be a struggle in your heart, all being 
in a ferment, as it is called ; but there is a very great 
truth about the kingdom, which it was kept for this 
story to set forth, and that is, that just as the love 
of our Father is given us freely of His grace, so 
it is His grace alone which will guard it, and make 
it spring up, and yield a lovely harvest of a Christ- 
like life. 

I have known some children, who, when they had 
planted seed, were so impatient that they would 
be always pulling it up to see if it were growing. 
The consequence was that it never grew at all. 
For the seed must be in the dark, and if you keep 
turning it up to the light, nothing but disappoint- 
ment can come of your doings. 

Never fancy that the kingdom of heavet\^^Nk<5.t\ssx 
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in your little heart, or in the Church, or in the 
world, will not grow and flourish, unless you are 
always fussing about with your spade or rake, 
chattering to the gardeners as to what weather 
may be expected, and grumbling that the soil is 
not as good as it might be. 

You can never doubt this much — that the seed 
of the dear God's love has been sown in your heart ; 
and I know well, that the more you come to under- 
stand it, you will see how priceless is the gift which 
has been made you. Moreover, you have the word 
of your King Himself for it that, except you deter- 
mine otherwise, the seed-sowing shall be followed 
by a harvest of glory, to be gathered into His own 
heavenly garner. Well, then — trust Him. To think 
He can fail you, is treachery to the flag, it is a slur 
upon your honour. 

In quietness and confidence shall be your 
strength. Go as often as you can to your Father, 
and talk over with Him, this priceless gift of His — 
the good seed — His own precious love, which He 
has bestowed upon you. There is no one name of 
endearment too strong to use when you are alone 
with Him, but do not talk much before people. Let 
this be a little secret between your Father and 
yourself, that He has sown this good seed, and is 
watching it, and causing it to grow through the 
sunshine of His goodness. 

It is Hey not you, that causes it to flourish, 
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and if you talk much about it to others, there is 
always the danger of fancying that the work is 
partly or altogether the doing of yourself, instead 
of being all the goodness of your Father God. 

Then have you nothing to do with it ? Ah, do 
not misunderstand me: you have a great deal to 
do, every day you live, there is work for you ; but 
your work is with the soil in which tlie seed isplantedy 
that is, with your heart, wherein the love of the good 
God has been sown. It is the honest and good 
heart, as you remember, in which the seed sprang 
up and brought forth so fair a harvest. This, then, 
is your work — to see by God's help that your heart 
is honest and true. The good ground are they 
that hear the word of God and keep it; that is, 
think over it, are in earnest about doing it. You 
can be in earnest about your games ; sometimes 
about your lessons, I dare say. When you are in 
earnest, you succeed ; and you are certain to succeed 
in keeping the word of God, in doing His will, if 
only you will be as earnest about it, as you are 
about other things. 

When you learn passages from the Bible, which 
tell you something that your Father would have 
you do, don't, I entreat of you, think of them as 
words which have to be learnt by heart and that is 
all. Suppose that from your earthly father, away 
from home, you had a long loving letter, in which, 
among other things, he told you he was coming 
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back soon, and said he would like such a thing 
done against his coming, what then ? Would you 
not do something more than read the letter over 
and over again ? Would you not set yourself to 
whatever he had bid you do, in hopes of pleasing 
him on his return ? Well, all these sweet words of 
the Christ, all these stories, are so many messages 
from God your Father; they are little lessons in 
the school of the King. 

You often wonder, now, what is the use of all the 
lessons said in school and learnt sometimes with 
tears. They are very hard. Those " dogs* ears," 
in many a spelling and grammar book, tell tales 
of little hands fidgeting with the corners, and little 
wishes that there might be no such things as nouns 
and verbs. It is only when you come to be men 
and women that you see the good of it all ; that 
you are thankful for every lesson which seemed, 
at the time, so hard and useless. 

So with this work that you have to do for God : 
the care of the garden of your heart, which you 
have to make beautiful, this temple which you have 
promised to keep holy for Him. One day you 
will know that not one single lesson given you to 
learn about His love was useless, or an)rthing but 
worth keeping for ever in memory. St. Luke, in 
telling us the story of the sower, says that the good 
ground are they that bring forth fruit with patietice. 
Remember that. Never let anything make you 
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impatient because it is long before the good seed 
pf the kingdom makes much show of fruit in your 
life. Never get discouraged. You might well be 
disheartened if it were you who had to make the 
seed grow, but that is the work of God, and His 
work only. 

I don't want you to fancy that your work is easy, 
or something which you have to attend to only now 
and then. It is difficult and constant : how much 
so, you may judge if you watch a garden in a 
warm, damp summer, and see how fast the weeds 
grow, and need pulling up lest they choke the 
plants and flowers. Try yourself for a whole day 
or a whole hour, in the hot sun, to pull them up ; 
what slow, tiring work! But the story of the 
sower teaches that this is the kind of work to 
which your King calls you, if you would keep the 
weeds from killing the good seed in your heart. 
If you will only bear in mind, how priceless a 
treasure it is, at what terrible pain and trouble 
the dear One brought it you, I can never believe 
that you will not determine to do God's work 
cheerfully and lovingly. 

Ah, if it be not done lovingly y it cannot be done 
cheerfully. It will be, indeed, fearfully hard work. 
But if you love Jesus best of all, and think about 
His love when you are at work, the time will 
pass along, and presently you will find one weed 
after another disappearing; one naughty temper 
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getting less hold over you than it used to do ; 
the feeling that it is nicest to please yourself, 
going away ; and a constant every-day wish grow- 
ing to do something kind and loving for others, 
because they are brothers and sisters of Jesus. 
Once more, do not let anything make you im- 
patient because the work does not go on so fast 
as you would like ; only do your part honestly and 
with earnestness, the rest is in the hands of your 
Father. And He can never disappoint you ; never 
by any possibility deceive. Do not believe that 
He would have planted the seed in your heart, if 
He had not meant to watch over and nourish it 
till it blossoms and brings forth fruit. He that 
has begun a good work in you, will perform it to 
the day of our Lord Jesus Christ, till the day of 
the glorious harvest home, when the children of the 
kingdom shall have come into their inheritance. 

I am not now speaking of any work to which 
your Father calls you, except such as about which 
the story is intended to teach. There is work for 
you when you are older, in your home, in the Church 
of Christ, in your country ; but I assure you that 
none of this work will be ever worth rewarding, 
unless you first and always keep up with this duty 
of watching carefully, and attending to, the garden 
in which the love of God is growing. If in your 
heart there be anything you loye better than God, 
if you let any other master than Christ rule there. 
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I do not care what it is you do in the Church 
t home — however great it may appear to men, 
sver well you may be spoken of, however 
lous you may be thought, — such fruit is not 

the good seed, and it will not be found fit for 
jarner in the harvest day. 
it if carefully tending the garden of your soul, 
iteady growth of divine love be a thing known 
:ertain between God and you, then all your 
: work, however great or however small, will 
without your knowing it) done too for God, and 
e days that are coming, your Father who seeth 
cret, will reward you. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



THE TWO DEBTORS. 



It was not often that the great people among the 
Jews paid any honour to our Lord : so long as 
they did not think Him dangerous, they sneered 
at Him ; when His bold denouncement of their sham 
religion had attracted the hearing of the people, 
they sought to kill Him. 

But on the day when this story was told, it was 
otherwise. One of the Pharisees having asked 
Jesus to dine. He went into the house and sat 
down at table. That the host had no great respect 
for his Guest is pretty clear, for he did not offer 
him the accustomed attentions due in Eastern 
households; no water was brought to bathe the 
feet of Christ, and the customary salutation was 
not given. Very likely the Pharisee had heard 
many a marvellous tale of the new Teacher, and 
was curious to see Him, and perhaps hoped that 
He might do something wonderful. But he seems 
to have thought he was giving Him sufficient 
honour by asking Him to his table. So the board 
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was spread, and round it there reclined on couches 
(as was and is the Eastern custom), his guests, and 
among them, on this day, was Jesus of Nazareth. 

Houses in the East were open, not locked as 
ours are, nor was there need of closed doors and 
windows to keep out the cold. When a feast 
was given, although only the invited guests re- 
clined at table and shared the banquet, yet there 
was nothing to hinder others from coming into the 
hall, if they would, and speaking to those at table. 
Many may have come in that day, for the fame 
of Jesus had spread abroad. Some might wonder 
that the Teacher should eat with those whom He 
so bitterly denounced \ others would be longing 
to get a sight of Him and hear Him speak. 
Among them, came a woman who went softly to 
the foot of the couch where Jesus lay, and, kneeling 
there, her tears fell upon His feet, which she wiped 
with the hair of her head, and then poured over 
them some precious oil or ointment. 

It was the regular way, this, of showing great 
respect to a person. It was a custom among the 
great Eastern nations, and, through them, came 
into general use among the Greeks and Romans. 
Many of the oils used were of exceeding value, 
and scented with perfumes brought from far distant 
countries. 

In the East, you know, people do not wear boots 
and stockings, but sandals ; and after walking in 
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the sun, there is no greater luxury than to have 
the feet bathed, and something cool and softening 
put on them. Common courtesy might have led 
the Pharisee to offer such attention to his Guest, 
but he had not troubled himself about it ; and it 
was left for this woman, a stranger, to be the happy 
minister to the Christ. 

"What!" thought the host to himself, for he 
was too polite to say what was in his mind, " does 
One who pretends to be the Messiah allow such a 
woman as this to touch Him — a well-known worth- 
less creature, with whom no decent person would 
have anything to do } Now, at any rate, I am sure 
this Man is no true Prophet." 

Before he could think more, the Prophet was 
speaking to him. " Simon, I have somewhat to 
say to thee." 

" Now," thought the Pharisee, " perhaps He is at 
last going to say something important." And 
so, with his invitation, "Teacher, say on," Jesus 
begins — 

** A certain man had two debtors ; the one owed 
him five hundred pence, and the other fifty ; and 
when they had both nothing to pay, he freely 
forgave them both : tell Me now, which of them 
will love him the more ? " 

Simon answered, just as I think you would have 
answered, " I suppose he to whom he had forgiven 
the more." 
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" Thou hast rightly judged," said the Master ; 
and then, turning round to the woman. He 
said before them all, " See this woman ; she hath 
shown 'Me a love to which thou art altogether a 
stranger. Thou hadst for Me, neither kiss nor 
bath nor ointment ; but this despised one hath 
brought Me them all. It is no news to Me, 
that she is a sinner, an open, shamefaced sinner ; 
but it is sinners whom my Father hath sent Me to 
call to repentance ; it is those who are crying for 
the home which they have lost, whom He hath sent 
me to bring back to the arms of His love. In her 
heart (as in the hearts of all His children) He 
hath sown the good seed of the kingdom. He hath 
hidden the leaven which, spite of all to which 
this animal nature could tempt her, hath kept 
her heart in unrest. And she hath heard My call, 
* Come unto Me, and I will give you rest' She 
trusted Me, that I could do this thing for her — give 
her rest from the cruel tyranny of her animal 
nature ; rest from the stings of remorse ; rest from 
the loathing of women, the contempt of men, and 
the merciless stare of the crowd. And because she 
trusted Me, she loved Me, and I tell you, that her 
many sins have been forgiven. Because she hath 
loved much, and been much forgiven, she will love 
the more ; her trusting love hath saved her from 
the power of sin ; let her go in peace." 

What a lesson for Simon and those who were at 
the table with him. 
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We need the lesson just as much as they did ; 
let us see that we understand it. 

Here was a Pharisee, respected by his neigh- 
bours, and a man of authority and rank, who, if he 
had passed the woman in the street, would have 
drawn back his garment for fear of defilement ; he 
could owe nothing to God, not he. Was he not 
regularly seen in the synagogue } did he not fast 
three times in the week, give a tenth of his money 
to the priests, make his observance of all the rules 
of the law so public that there could be no mis- 
take about it } No, he owed no debt, and could 
want no debt forgiven. That was his opinion ; is 
it any wonder if his love was little } 

And yet you do not need me to remind you 
that this man was one of those whom the loving 
Saviour had called vipers, serpents, the brood of 
the evil one. One whose life (as far as men could 
see) was religious, but whose heart was full of 
every abomination and wickedness. His whole 
life was a lie. Everything he did, was done, not 
for God, but for himself; all was planned with 
the purpose of keeping up his position among the 
people ; his was no honest and true heart, and so 
the seed of the kingdom fell upon it in vain. He 
could call our Lord "Teacher," but he never 
dreamt of Him as Saviour, because he knew of 
nothing from which it was necessary that he should 
be saved. He could ask the Master to dinner, 
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he could patronise Him, as we say, but he would as 
soon have thought of flying, as of casting himself 
in abasement at the feet of the Christ. 

Whether he ever did so, we do not know. 
Whether before that age was harvested, by order of 
Vespatian, in the corpse-clogged streets of the un- 
Holy City, this man had come to see in the despised 
Nazarene the Prince and Saviour of Israel, we 
must leave with the All-merciful ; but here, to-day, 
as he sits, outwardly hospitable, but with a secret 
sneer at his Guest, it is he who is owing five 
hundred pence, and she^ the despised one, is the 
debtor for fifty. Her sins had been loathsome and 
seen of all, but very likely there had been no one 
to watch over her childhood, not one voice raised 
to tell her of the love of the dear God and her 
duty to Him. She had cared only for pleasure 
and self ; she had been living as one of the brutes 
that perish, with no better friend than herself, with 
no Master, save her own animal passions. How- 
beit, in her heart, as in the hearts of all, the good 
seed had been sown, and the words of the blessed 
One, as she had heard them again and again in the 
streets of her town, were as sunshine waking into 
life the seed which till then had lain sleeping ; and 
now, with her own hot tears, her heart was watered, 
till, at the feet of her Saviour, she heard the words 
of pardon and the words of power. 

But little had been given to this poor woman, 
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and of her but little was required ; but as for this 
Pharisee, what did he not owe ? Brought up from 
childhood in the knowledge of God's law; well 
acquainted with those grand books of his country- 
men, which are our own best teachers to-day ; con- 
stantly reminded of his father's God — how that He 
was of purer eyes than to behokl iniquity, that the 
best sacrifice to bring Him was a broken and a con- 
trite heart; knowing well the history of his country- 
men, — a history of perpetual rebellion against tlie 
Father who so loved them, against the King who so 
gloriously ruled them ; seeing every day before his 
eyes the sorrow which his people's sins had brought 
upon them, — this man of all others, one might have 
thought, would have smote upon his breast, saying, 
" God, be merciful to me a sinner." Every day 
that a Roman cohort clanged by to Caesarea, each 
time that he caught the contemptuous look of some 
Roman centurion in the street, one would have 
supposed that the words of his great prophet would 
have been upon his lips, " Turn thou us unto thee, 
O Lord." 

But just as he had become used to the slavery of 
Rome, so was it with the slavery of sin. He had 
lost faith in God, and he could not, therefore, love 
Him. True, there was the great commandment of 
the law, "Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with 
all thy heart," but his god was public opinion 
and outward respectability. 
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• Simon the Pharisee not only was the debtor for 
five hundred pence as against the woman*s fifty, 
but was an utterly reckless debtor, caring nothing 
how much the debt increased; and as it grew 
the larger, pleasing himself with the thought that 
he owed not anything at all. 

Yet he saw in a moment the point of Christ's 
story. We all of us can see the point of a story, 
while we fancy it refers to some other person than 
ourselves. David did the same, when Nathan came 
to him with the tale of a mean coward, who had 
robbed the poor man of the one lamb, rather than 
kill his own sheep. Simon saw at once, that any 
one to whom a great deal of mercy was shown, 
should be the more grateful ; that if to two debtors, 
the one owing ten times as much as the other, their 
lord were to come offering a full discharge to both, 
it could not but happen that the one to whom the 
more was forgiven would love the more. 

But what he failed to see was, that if this poor 
sinner at the feet of Jesus, who had received so 
little teaching, so little care, came with a heart over- 
flowing with lowly love because of her full faith in 
the pity and the power of the Son of God, — so 
confident of His love, that she could venture to 
thus wash His feet ; so sick of her sins, that the hot 
tears rained down, — Simon failed to see, that if 
it were so with this woman, it was for him, with his 
great knowledge, his full light, his every advantage 
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to be gathering the crumbs under the table, rather 
than sitting proudly at its head. He had need to 
pray, that the heart of stone in him might be 
broken, the good seed of God's love therein be 
called forth into life by the words of pardon and 
the gift of peace. 

My children, no words of mine can make this 
story so impressive as the few words of our loved 
Teacher. I beg you think over them, for they can- 
not but win your love. There were two debtors ; 
they had nothing to pay, and their Lord freely 
forgave both. Does not St. John say with truth, 
" God is love " } All that He does with us, is in a 
right royal, free, generous way. He does not talk 
about the old debt; He does not wish us to be 
always speaking to Him about it He forgives 
it and it is done with, done with now and for ever. 

This beautiful parable and what Jesus says after 
it, makes it plain to you, how this forgiveness of 
God works in our heart. In the story, the debtor 
is said to love the more, the more he is forgiven ; 
but of the woman, Christ says, her many sins are 
forgiven, because she loved much. It looks as if 
the debtor had loved after forgiveness, and the 
woman before. Very likely it was so. 

About this debtor, who may have been some 
man in the town, fortunate enough to meet with 
a generous money-lender, we know nothing. Very 
possibly he cared nothing for the money-lender 
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until the man won his gratitude by forgiving him» 
That has not to do with the lesson which Christ 
wished to teach. He judged Simon out of his own 
mouth. First, he tells him this story, and the 
Pharisee passes judgment at once, saying that the 
more a man is forgiven, the more love he should 
show ; and then Jesus convicts him by the woman 
at liis feet, for she has shown ten times the love of 
Simon, whereas Simon needed ten times the for- 
giveness that she did. She, poor thing, you may 
be sure, loved before and after. 

And so it will be with us all who know our 
Father's forgiveness. That His full pardon can 
come from nothing but His love we are sure, but 
how is it that our love gains, as it would seem. His 
pardon ? 

Why, just because our love for Him is trust ^ 
that is, faith in His power and will to forgive us. 
It is the certainty that though we have wandered 
from Him, yet that He is ever calling us back; 
that with Him it is no question of seventy times 
seven forgivenesses, but that His very nature and 
property is to forgive, which wins our heart's best 
love. This trust and faith comes of knowing Him, 
of believing honestly that He is all that our blessed 
Lord said and showed that He was. Jesus brought 
the promise of forgiveness of sins to all men ; there 
was not one living soul in the creation that was 
excluded from it. There is not one living soul in 
the world who may not have it. 
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Many of you, I am sure, can trust implicitly in 
what your parents promise you ; you are positive 
that they will not, cannot deceive you. 

On a steep, precipitous rock in the Highlands, 
grew some rare flowers of which a traveller was in 
search. But there was no chance of his reaching 
them, for they sprung up upon a little belt of earth 
some thirty feet or more below the edge of the 
cliff, and down below them was a chasm of several 
hundred feet, a sheer straight rock to the bottom. 
Inquiries were made of the villagers if any one 
would venture the descent, but all declined. At 
last, a boy came forward and said, *' I will go down 
sir, if my father will hold the rope!' Are you going 
to trust your Father in heaven less ? 

It is simple, childlike, trusting love, to which the 
voice of Jesus sounds, "Thy sins be forgiven thee ; " 
and those words are not only an undoing of past 
wrong, but they are a new power in the heart, 
because each act of our Father's forgiveness, if we 
only bear it in mind, will make us love Him the 
more. And thus it is, that God in His wonderful 
mercy lets our failures and wrong-doings become 
little steps, by which we may get nearer to Him, 
because above each one when forgiveness rests upon 
it, we find waiting for us more of our Father's love 
to help us against wrong-doing in the future. 

It is quite true that "We love Him because He 
first loved us," just as true as that you love those 
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dear parents of yours on earth and your elder 
brothers and sisters. But it is equally true that 
it is our trust in His love^ which saves us and 
enables Him to speak the words of pardon. 

And what, after all, is our love for the dear God 
but the echo of His love to us } Only let His love 
fill your heart, by thinking often over all that He 
has done for you, and it will not be long before 
there comes some reply from you. It may be 
faint at first, or it may be full and clear. That de- 
pends, not on His voiccy but on your heart. Oh, try 
that this heart of yours may be emptied of all 
that is evil, cleared of unkind, unforgiving thoughts, 
and the echo of His voice of love will thrill through 
every part of it. 

Keep that thought by you for your life. You 
are but starting on your journey. God alone sees 
the way hither and thither that you are going. If 
the time should ever come when you have need ta 
shed tears over the past ; if you should ever miss 
the road to the celestial city ; if you should ever, 
amid the business or pleasures of the world, be en- 
ticed from the path to the Fatherland by syren 
voices or the lies of men, I tell you, that ever and 
anon there will come to you a voice from the past, 
some faint, strange whisper of this sort — "Ask for 
the old path wherein is the good way, and walk 
therein, and ye shall find rest unto your souls. 
Return, ye backsliding children. Behold, we come 
unto Thee, for Thou art the Lord our God." 
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" Return, ye children," — there is the one voice ; 
*' Behold, we come unto Thee," — there is the 
other. The one may seem to be your Father's 
voice, and the other your own ; but, as I have said, 
the one is but as it were the echo of the other, and 
whenever you hear either one or the other take 
courage, for it is the Spirit of your Father which 
speaketh in you. Be true to it, be loyal. Do as 
it bids you. Come to His feet which were pierced 
through with love for you, and as your tears tell of 
your sorrow for what is past, and of your determi- 
nation to love Him better for the future, His words 
will break the chain of sin which bound you, — 
your sins being forgiven, you will go in peace. 

" Go in peace." These are the last words of the 
dear Christ that we are going to hear from out of 
His native highlands of Galilee. When we meet 
Him again, it will be on His road southward. 
Treasure up this blessing of His, His peace, for it 
passeth all understanding. Pray Him that it may 
fill you, that it may make you joyous, and yet 
calm. 

In the world, there is the noise of war ; in the 
Church of God, alas ! there is turmoil and confusion. 
In your heart, I fear, there is often contention. 

Why should it all be ? Why, but because we 
allow other kings than the Prince of Peace to rule 
over us and among us. And, be you sure of this. 
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that never shall we have peace in the world, or in 
the country, or in the Church until we have peace 
in our own hearts. 

That is why I have more than once had to re- 
mind you, that the work to which your Master calls 
you first, and always is in your own hearts. The 
first battle and the last which you have to fight for 
your King is against your animal nature. There 
will be plenty of other work outside for you. Now, 
above all others, is the time to make sure that the 
kingdom of heaven is so strongly set up within you 
that, by God's grace, nothing shall by any possibility 
overturn it. 

All that is wanted is honest and faithful work on 
your part. It will be hard work, I know, to chase 
all that is evil from out of the kingdom ; but you 
can do all things through Christ, who makes you 
strong. And if ever you are weary and faint with 
the fight, remember that " peace shall follow battle ; 
night shall end in day." 

And when you grow older, and go out into the 
world, and the sounds of angry voices reach you, 
carry with you the blessing of peace. Take no 
side except the side of Christ, and give God no rest 
from your prayers for the peace of His kingdom 
on earth. 

How long it may be your King's good pleasure 
to call on you to fight and struggle against sin. He 
only knows. He may soon give you the palm 
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branch in place of the sword, or He may grant you 
the honour of a long lifetime's battle for His truth. 
Trouble not yourself about that, for the end is sure ; 
and when the day comes on which you are to be 
received into His glorious presence. His peace, 
which has been kept faithfully in your heart, will 
give you confidence, and you shall not be ashamed 
before His Father's throne. 

As you step forward through those gates which 
open only to victors, the sweetest voices of the 
redeemed will welcome you with His own well- 
known words, spoken on the hill-side near the lake, 
— strange words, as they seem, of welcome to a 
conqueror fresh from the battle-field : " Blessed are 
the peacemakers, for theirs is the kingdom of 
heaven." 



THE END. 
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